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‘Alio, me arties! Yarse, it's trivia time again 
with your old crony Festering Mick whose 
been plundering the old gossip chest for those 
nuggets you love. Ah har!
Did you know the pride of Sarfend is coming 
to our fair shores? Yup, Dr. Feelgood the 
prizes of pre punk pub rock will be here at the 
start of August which will mean that for the 
first time we have two overseas acts playing in 
our pubs rather than the in-out, grab-the- 
money-and-run affairs that the mega stars 
have been perpetrating on the punters. The 
other pub tour is, of course, the pride of 
Swindon, (where’s that, Doris?) XTC, who you 
will find plastered all over the cover this 
month. That’s another one for Joe Public, as 
Keith Shadwick would say.
The Angeisjuggernaut has finally wound.its 
way back to Sydney after covering more miles 
in six weeks than Hannibal and his elephants. 
The new Angels’ album, "No Exit’ ’, went gold 
— 20,000 copies — on advance orders alone 
and went into the chart of Newcastle station 
2NX at number one, the first time this has 
ever happened with an Australian record. Not 
everything went well for the band on their 
.return to their hometown Adelaide however. 
Playing at the shortlived Sweethearts venue. 
Doc Neeson went through the stage twice in 
the first three songs. Luckily the stage is only 
about three foot high otherwise the Doc might 
have need the attention of one of his 
namesakes.
The Sports new recording of “ Don’t Throw 
Stones" won’t be released in the U.K. until the 
beginning of August and the band’s return 
visit to that country will now not take place 
until October. The album was recorded on Stiff 
Records’ mobile studio which was parked 
outside the rehearsal room that the Sports 
were using. The only track not recorded on the 
mobile was the ole Easybeatschune “ Wedding 
Ring" which was recorded at Pink Floyd’s 
studio with Nick Lowe acting as production 
consultant. The song, which has always been a 
live favorite will probably be released as the 
single from the album.
And talking of Nick Lowe it seems very likely 
that rockpile (Dave Edmunds, Nick Lowe. Billy 
Bremner, Terry Williams, Gerry Hogan and 
Pete Kelly) will be touring this country in 
October. Lowe and Edmunds wil both have 
solo albums released this month.
Another superstar, now recording for CBS, 
coming out to this country is Gary Glitter. The 
tour is due to start on July 23rd. The band will 
feature local Australian musicians, and GG wil 
be playing mainly clubs and RSL's in Sydney.
2JJ ioined last month’s National Strike for 
two hours (onya. Jay Jay). The station stopped 
broadcasting between 12 and 2 pm. However, 
most listeners didn’t notice and many thought 
it was another avant-garde special.
Melbourne’s 3RRRis starting a very special 
series on July 11 at 8.30 pm. It’s called 
Chocoblocand is an ‘impressionistic history of 
Australian rock and pop music’ between the 
years 1956 and 1976. As well as examining the 
songs and stars of yesteryear, presenter Greg 
Pickaverwill be examining the development of 
the Australian music industry,,— the record 
companies that have come and gone, the live 
situation, the managers etc. All in all it sounds 
a pretty impressive achievement and well 
worth a listen.
To coincide with our Electronic Rock special, 
one of the bands featured in it, Voight 465 
have broken up. The Roadrunner kiss of death 
has worked again! However,all members have 
already lined up new positions in Australia’s 
busy little elecmusick scene. Lindsay O’Meana 
is moving to Melbourne to join Crime and the 
City Solution; Phil the synthesiser player is to 
join Tactics; Mark will be working in 
association with Wollongong’s N-Lets on an 
improvisation project, and Rodand Relmitare 
to form another band.
It turns out that the N-Lets, who were 
featured in last month’s Roadrunner, are not 
the only exponents of New Musick in the fair
city of Wollongong. 2 Tape^ which describes 
itself as a non-music label, has issued four 
tapes by Wollongong bands — the N-Lets, the 
Nothing Carmel E-Klastic (all 60 minutes) 
and the N-Lets (a 30 minute ‘single tape’). 
These tapes are available from 2 Tapes, 51 
Tarrawanna Rd., Corrimal, N.S.W. 2518 at a 
cost of $4 for the single tapes and $2 for the 
30 minute one. And, industrious little bunch 
that they are, they have forthcoming releases 
from Terry Rudkin, the Proper Nouns, Terpsy 
Turvyand the Remote Control Group
The first 5000 copies of the new Jo Jo Zep 
album on Mushroom, “ Screaming Targets” 
will have a bonus live LP recorded recently at 
Bombay Rock and the Sentimental Bloke in 
Melbourne. Among the tracks on the live 
album are “Security", “ So Young” and “ Not A 
Woman, Not A Child” . Joe Camitlerj a 
longtime reggae fan, has included three 
reggae songs on the studio album.
The 5MMM “ Rock Off” contest was held on 
June 30. A crowd estimated at 1500 watched 
eight Adelaide bands ( Off The Cuff, Purplexus, 
Lemmy Caution, Street Corner Jack, Paste 
Eddie, Terminal Twist, U-Bombs and The 
Hounds) go through their paces. The judges, 
Michael Gudinski (Mushroom Records), Mike 
Rudd (of Instant Reply), Dave Woodhall (5KA 
DJ) and Donald Robertson (editor of that 
grotty little rag, Roadrunner) had a difficult 
task picking the three winners (due in no 
small part to the casks of riesling provided by 
5MMM) but finally settled on Terminal Twist, 
Lemmy Caution and Street Corner Jack. Ter­
minal Twist took out the Best Live Per­
formance category and as a result will be 
playing a week in Melbourne and a week in 
Sydney in the near future. They will also be 
supporting the Richard Clapton Band and The 
Dots at the Flinders Uni. Independence Ball on 
July 6. Lemmy Caution took out the Most 
Innovative Music and Lyrics section and will 
have five hours free studio time at Slaters 
Studios as their reward. Also, because of the 
impression they made on Michael Gudinski, 
they have been offered a publishing contract 
with Mushroom Publishing. A tape recorder 
plus live work in Adelaide went to Street 
Corner Jack who topped the Tightest Musical 
Unit category.
It was a great night for Adelaide music and 
congratulations must go to 5MMM, the Sphere 
Organisation and Flinders University for 
making it happen.
Frank Zappa and Bruce Springsteen and 
Sydney performer James Griffin The material 
overall is described as having a Latin 
American feel (Jeannie has recently returned 
from a study tour of South America) but there 
are numerous other influences at work as well.
2XXin Canberra are hosting a large concert 
at the Australian National University on 
Saturday, August 5. Featured bands will be Mi- 
Sex, Midnight Oil and Mental As Anything 
(gee, that sounds more like a 5MMM bill with 
all those ems . .. ). The event has a name, “ On 
The Roxx” (geddit? Gee, these public radio 
people are clever) and last year’s event, which 
had Sportstopping the bill, drew 3000. The 
Canberra scene is notoriously quiet so it ’s 
good to see someone attempting to inject a bit 
of life into the home of democracy-in-traction 
(that’s a joke I pinched from Peter Nelson.).
It’s been all change around the Adelaide 
pub circuit. At the start of June the place was 
really vibing, as they say in the trade, with the 
opening of Sweethearts, a large capacity 
venue in the north western suburbs and 
Fiasco Promotions at the Princes Berkley were 
going from strength to strength with the 
successful tour of the Boys Next Door from 
Melbourne and a house full notice at the 
reunion of the St. Vitus Dance Package (
h
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Jeannie Lewis currently supporting John 
McLaughlin on his Australian tour, will be 
fitting in some shows of her own between the 
McLaughlin concerts. Her headline shows are 
based around the concept, ‘From Maroubra to 
Mexico — a multi national stomp’ with 
material drawn from such diverse sources as 
Chilean poet Victor Jars American songsters
Accountants, U-Bombs and the Tony Rome 
Band). But the fickle finger of fate pointed 
Adelaide’s way and as the second half of the 
year gets underway neither the; Berkley 
or Swoethearts are with us as live rock 
venues. Sweethearts is no more due to the 
degree of attention paid to it by Adelaide’s 
police force. The opening of the venue just 
happened to coincide with a campaign to cut 
down on underage drinking and Sweethearts 
was high on the list of places to be scrutinised. 
All the attention was a bit too much for the 
hotel management and so after just three 
weeks the venue has closed. Promoter Ray 
Dyett is struggling on bravely at the 
Marryatville.
The Princes Berkley in the meantime has 
become Adelaide’s Bombay Rock but unlike 
the Melbourne showpiece the only music that 
will be heard there is recorded music. Fiasco, 
down but definitely not out, are planning to 
open up at another venue on July 14 but are 
not disclosing its location in case someone else 
steals it from them. (Cut-throat business, this 
rock’n’roll.) This means that projected visits 
from Boys Next Door, Two Way Garden, 
Whirleywirld and the Primitive Calculators are 
still on.
Well, that’s about all for this month. It only 
remains for me to award the Roadrunner 
Needle Wrecker of the Month prize. Before 1 
do I’d just like to give ourselves a pat on the 
back (uuuuuunnnngggh, ahhh. It ’s not easy, 
you know) as all our selections since Feburary 
have gone top three nationally. That’s “ Hit Me 
Witrh Your Rhythm Stick” , “ Heart Of Glass” , 
“ Lucky Number”  /  “ Home”  and ‘ ‘Pop 
Musick” . That’s a heavy number to lay on a 
single but what the hell, the single is . .. “Cool 
For Cats” by U.K.Squeeze. Just watch it 
plummet into obscurity after all that.
Anyway, till next month, this is F.M. saying 
‘hasta la vista” . . .  or something.
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C H m B u m n s
Hey, Hey, Hey! It’s all change i t  the top of the 
Roadrunner Readers’ Chart this month. The Angels 
come storming into the album chart at No. 1 closely 
followed by the Boys Next Door who hit the No. 2 spot 
first week in. Joe Jackson and U.K. Squeeze also make 
impressive debuts in the album listing. "Cool For 
Cats” the single lifted from the U.K. Squeeze album 
just pips "Pop Music ” for the No.l single spot while 
the self-produced Terminal Twist EP holds down third 
position for the second month in a row.
For those of you who might be wondering how the 
chart is compiled — read on.
The Roadrunner chart is compiled entirely from 
readers’ votes and is intended to be a guide to what 
people are actually listening to rather than what 
people in chart shops are buying. It’s easy to par­
ticipate. All you have to do is send a list of your ten 
favorite songs (singles, album tracks, unreleased 
songs) and ten favorite albums. They don’t have to be 
new releases although new releases obviously have a 
better chance of showing up in the chart. Send your 
list — right now, to make sure it’s counted in next 
month’s listings — to Roadrunner Chartbusters, 133a 
Glen Osmond Rd., Eastwood S.A. 5063.
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SINGLES/TRAX
I. (13) Cool For Cats.. . ... U.K.Squeeze
2 . (6) Pop Music............................... ............... . , M
3. (3) Terminal Twist (EP)..............  Terminal Twist
4. (-) Hong Kong Garden Siouxsie and the Banshees
5. (-) I’m Bored................................ ...........  Iggy Pop
6. (1) Over The Border.................... ............  Skyhook
7. (8) Lucky Number....................... Lene Lovich
8. (-) Cracking Up.....................................  Nick Lowe
9. (-) Shadow Boxer......................... ........  The Angels
10. (5) Why Don’t You All Get Fucked Skyhooks
I I .  (15) Accidents Will Happen....... Elvis Costello
12. (-) Shivers............ ................... Boys Next Door
13. (10) Boys Keep Swinging.......... .. David Bowie
14. (-) One MoreBoring Night In Adelaide Redgum
15. (-) Roadrunner Once............... Jonathon Richman
16. (-) Roxanne The Police
17. (-) Fantastic Voyage................... . . David Bowie
18. (-) The Cover Of The Runner U-Bombs
19. (-) Passion Is No Ordinary Word Graham Parker-
20. (-) Wedding Ring................... ........ The Sports
ALBUMS
1. (-) No Exit.................................... Angels
2 ( -) Door, Door Boys Next Door
3. (8) Lodger.................................... David Bowie
4. (-) Look Sharp...........................  Joe Jackson
5. (-) Cool For Cats.........................  U.K. Squeeze
6. (11) The Great Rock’n’Roll Swindle , Sex Pistols
7 (-) Duty Now Lor I he Future .................. Devo
8. (15) Squeezing Out Sparks Graham Parker
9. (9) More Songs.................................. Talking Heads
10. (-) White Music....................................  XTC
11 (12) Give ’Em Enough Rope Clash
12. (3) Live — Be In It. Skyhooks
13. (-) Secondhand Daylight.................  Magazine
14. (17) All Mod Cons.................... .......... The Jam
15. (-) Back In Your Life Jonathon Richman
16. (13) Guilty Til Proven Insane Skyhooks
17. (5) Living In The 70s ' Skyhooks
18. (10) Never Mind The Bollocks............  Sex Pistols
19. (-) If You Don’t Fight You Lose Redgum
20. (-) Frenzy.................. .........................  Split Enz
ROADRUNNER T-SHIRT AND 
SUBSCRIPTION OFFER.
LETTERS
%
%
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Dear RoadRunner,
"The Clash, though hardly elegant in­
strumentalists, makes far better crafted 
music than the Pistols ever did.” (Time, 
March 5th, 1979)
This quote sums up the general opinion of 
admirers (both critics and fans) of the 
Clash, on the verge of gaining the prestige 
the Sex Pistols held before their greatest- 
ever incasrnation went into extinction. I 
don’t deny they are a worthy band, but in no 
way do they compare with the almighty 
Pistols.
.Can they create the same astonishing 
sound ' Are they capable of such lyrics as 
She ain’t no human being” (God Save the 
Queen) or “F- it all and f- her f- brat” 
(Bodies) Do their singles possess the 
secret of immortality like “Anarchy in the 
UK” ’ Is Joe Strummer an important figure 
and talent like Johnny Rotten ' Obviously 
not!
. The Clash have reached the stage of idol- 
worship not unlike what England directed 
toward her Queen when the Sex Pistols 
lashed against like angry Bible prophets 
chastising unrepentant Israel. The impact 
of the Pistols was enormous. It’s time those 
who uphold bands like the Clash, the Angels’ 
recent work, etc. and disclaim the Pistols 
realise that if it wasn’t for their emergence 
and pioneering achievements the better 
bands with more talent’ would sound 
completely different, if they even had 
recording contracts or gigs at all, despite 
the existence of the other punk influences’ 
such as Lou Reed,, John Cale, Roxy Music, 
^Sgy Pop, Ramones, New York Dolls, 
Jonathan Richman and the Modern Lovers, 
Velvet Underground, and even the Rolling 
Stones and Who. But the Punk Patriarchs 
were the vastly under-rated Pistols. If there 
is such a beast as the Poor Man’s Sex 
Pistols, its scientific name is that of the 
vastly over-rated Clash.
STEVEN CATERIS.
P S Sorry Clash fans, but you have got 
away with it for too long! This is not meant 
to be a Johnny Rotten-is-spunky-Joe- 
Strummer-is-crap letter by a Pistols fan. 
After all. I ’m writing for Roadrunner 
readers aren’t I '
Dear RR.
Yup, for a mere ten bucks you can be the first one on your 
block to sport the T-shirt of the Year. The T-shirts are black
with white lettering and have the slogan "Vm in love with rock 
and roll" on the front and "ROADRUNNER" on the back.
If you just want a T-shirt without the subscription i f  II cost 
ya $4.50. Normal subscription remains at $8. So don't delay, 
write today, using the handy con-torm below:
N A M E ........
ADDRESS.
..................................... ......................... POSTCODE ...
I require one year's full subscription plus a T- 
shirt for $10
S iz e .........  C o lo u r .........  D e s ig n ...
! require one year's subscription only at $8
PLUS back copies of the following issues.
Enclosed is a cheque/money order for $ ...............
Commence my subscription from the ........... issue.
L
Dear RR.
I would just like to point out to William Tell 
of Sherwood Forest (Mayl5) that it is quite 
impossible to talk through one’s arse. As for 
farting, everyone knows only Males do that.
So I’m an Aphid making abusrd claims 
My dear chappie aphids cannot write let 
alone pick up a pen. Absurdities” What I 
wrote came from my heart and nowhere 
else. If you believe what you wrote in your 
letter then I feel very sorry for you and there 
is nothing else I can do except hope and pray 
you get better soon.
SSTEVEN SPEARS 
P.S. Please print this letter as I feel very 
sorry for fools.
Hi von Roadrunner .Journos.
How's about a really decent, in-depth 
feature on Australia's most innovative, 
entertaining and intelligent band 
SKYHOOKS. You've proved over the last 
couple of issues that you're capable of 
■writing more detailed and indepth artricles 
than any of your rivals I refer specifically
to the fascinating Michael Gudinski and 
Angels articles of the May and June issues 
respectively.
i d  just like to thank you for the part in your 
paper which has Roadrunner Chart- 
husters".
See. all my friends are either music haters 
ai e disco maniacs i disco this, disco that) 
and im  the only person I know who like the 
RR ^Jlartbusters " kind of music, 
ihec .'lay to me You're about the only 
pi'rson in the entire world who listens to this 
( tap and whaire more, you buy it! Here 
look at this chart. It s a proper chart. Not 
one of your leeords are on it. are they 
Chri.'it yoiirr queer’ "
Now I just show 'em your chart and tell 
them S F i ’'' i m  not the only one.
/ may be only fourteen but that doesn't 
mean i m a  onetrack mind disco'er. like my 
friends. Not that 1 hate disco it's just that 
I have another preference.
. So thanks again for such a great paper even 
only if i v e  been getting it since Feb. 
io  ve.
CLAUDINE 
Victoria
At the moment Skyhooks are enduring a 
marked drop in attendance figures due. of 
course, to their most saleable facet. Shirley 
Strachan. But hell, even if Skyhooks had 
bloody ie if  Garrett as a singer (help!) to 
Ignore them because of that would be doing 
a great injustice to those four excellent 
miisos McCainsh. Spencer. Starkie and 
St ranks. They hapen to be improving all the 
time and are playing at the moment with 
more fire than in 77-78. Tony's a pretty good 
singer too but just because he's not unique 
like Shirk a lot of people are criticising him. 
OK so Skyhooks don't sound so Carlton any 
more, but that was inevitable anyway, ever 
since peculiar guitarist Red Symons gave 
way to heavy but not exactly unique 
guitarist Spencer. And Greg's writing style 
■s adapting well to the new sound. Over The 
Border ' and its B-side actually are a 
disappoint ment compared with hot newies 
like Yeah. Howard". Nerve Gas " and 
She s OK ", which is so. so catchy it could 
be No. I around the whole world if only that 
old demon radio programmers give the 
thumbs up. The band's debut " album 
thi.s really is a new band, you know will be 
a killer (’.specially if they don't include the 
two songs on the single.
if vA’c let this amazing Australian group 
■ 'iimble away and die because of public 
apathy and disinterest only then will we 
■'(•(disc they are at the true top. instead o/ 
pseudooriginal groups like the Angels who 
just n>ey( le th<> same riff 10 million times. 
Oh thi'v re okav. but the honeymoon should 
he over soon boys' SKYHOOKS RULE!
Love.
SANDRA WARNER 
Ryde. N.S.W.
Dear Roadrunner.
If nothing else, the recent article on La 
Femme shows what appears to be yet 
another case of a band falling into the trap of 
publicly criticising fellow musicians. I am 
referring to La Femme vs. Boys Next Door. 
.In La Femme's case, it not only seems 
necessary to gig another band, but to be so 
inspired as to write a song about them. Not 
that I'm doubting La Femme’s musical 
credibility, but judging by your article, it 
leads me to believe that this band is only 
interested in self gain, and not in the 
development of Australian music as a 
whole, which lately, everyone seems so 
intent on aiming for.
Apart from the fact that this kind of pet­
tiness could possibly be a thorn in the fur­
thering of Boys Next Door’s career, it is also 
unamusing and bad publicity on La Femme, 
for those like me, who haven’t seen them 
perform.
With all this backbiting. Australian music 
will never be able to stand on its own two 
feet stablely unless the musicians involved 
treat what they're trying to achieve with a 
bit of professionalism. Until such a time, 
bands like La Femme, and all the other 
bands playing the pub circuits, will have to 
put up with the ripoffs, bad conditions and 
rough deals, that they 're complaining about. 
..'jinre La Femme has chosen to express 
their views on Boys Next Doo.-. then so do I.
On their recent trip to Sydney. I happened 
to see the band at the Lifesaver. The short 
bracket they played was enough to impress 
me so much that they completely over­
shadowed the so-called internationally 
known" band that Boys Next Door were 
supnrt to.
I hope to see more of this band in Sydney as 
I feel with their experience and their unique 
stvle of music, they have q lot to offer.
LYN HENNESSY 
Balmain. NSW
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1. This is a ROADRUNNER. This writir^ 
is the INTERVIEW upon the Roadrunner. 
The INTERVIEW is to help SELL the 
magazine. We hope to draw your at­
tention to it and encourage you to pick it 
up. When you have done that maybe 
you’ll be persuaded to read the WRITING 
— in this case THE EXCLUSIVE IN­
TERVIEW. Then we want you to BUY it 
The idea being that the more of you that 
buy this magazine the more money 
ROADRUNNER, the writers Coupe, 
Matchett and Stendell and the 
promoters of XTC’s Australian TOUR will 
make. To the aforementioned this is 
know as PLEASURE. A good INTERVIEW 
is one that attracts more buyers and 
gives more pleasure. This writing is 
trying to pull you in much like an eye­
catching picture. It is designed to get you 
to READ IT. This is called luring the 
VICTIM, and you are the VICTIM. But if 
you have a free mind you should STOP 
READING NOW! Because all we are 
attempting to do is get you to read on. 
Yet this is a DOUBLE BIND because if 
you indeed stop you’ll be doing what 
we’ve wanted all along. And the more you 
read on the more you’re falling for this 
simple device of telling you exactly how a 
good commercial design works. They’re 
TRICKS and this is the worst TRICK of all 
since it’s describing the TRICK whilst 
trying to TRICK you, and if you’ve read 
this far then you’re TRICKED but you 
wouldn’t have known this unless you 
read this far. At least we’re telling you 
directly instead of seducing you with a 
beautiful or hauning visual that may 
never tell you. We’re letting you know 
that you ought to buy this magazine 
because in essence it’s a PRODUCT and 
PRODUCTS are to be consumed and you 
are a consumer and this is a good 
PRODUCT. We could have written the 
band’s name in special lettering so that it 
stood out and you’d see it before you’d 
read any of this writing and possibly 
have bought it anyway. What we are 
really suggesting is that you are 
FOOLISH to buy or not to buy a magazine 
merely as a consequence of the design 
on its pages. This is a con because if you 
agree then you’ll probably like this 
writing — which is the page design — 
and hence the article that follows. But 
we’ve warned youagainst that. The con is 
a con. A good page design could be 
considered one that gets you to buy the 
magazine, but that never actually 
happens to YOU because YOU know it’s 
just the introduction to the article. And 
this is THE ARTICLE.
slamming people up against walls.
RR: Where are you actually living now? 
Andy Partridge: I live in this empty shell of a 
house with absolutely nothing in it. Nothing 
on the floor. Nothing on the walls. I don’t 
know whether to leave it or do it up. Looks 
nice. Looks just like a garage.
RR: Have you fallen on hard times?
No, I wasalwayson hard times. I’m moving up 
in the world now. I actually want a house 
where I don’t have to share with anyone. The 
first house I had I was sharing with a crazy 
Scotsman downstairs who used to beat the 
hell out of his wife once a week. The last place I 
had I was sharing with a drunken Indian who 
swore he wasn’t Indian. He was as black as 
the Ace of Spades. He used to get me 
downstairs and lecture me on the fact that he 
wasn’t Indian — he was British. It's a change 
to have a place that you don’t have to share
RR: We have an import copy of the new 
single, Life Begins At The Hop', and it seems 
radically different from the stuff that we got on 
‘Go 2’ and even ‘White Music'.
XTC: Yeah, it's very commercial. We were 
just saying that we couldn’t get more com­
mercial than that. It’s not very representative 
of us at the moment.
RR: Is it a deliberate attempt to get a hit? 
XTC: Not it was just what was written and 
think Virgin picked it out because it was the 
most commercial of the particular bunch. We 
usually send them a bunch and they say. whv 
don’t you do this one as a single? They knpvy 
how to sell singles and we know how to play 
'em.
RR: Have you a third album in the can?
XTC: Well we have enough material and we’re 
recording it in little bits and pieces at the 
moment.
ITCXTCXig,
.„,-__JXTCJCTCX 
m i x ' K i X T d X ' i y i i C '
RR: And this is in Swindon?
Andy Partridge: Yes but we both come from 
Penhill, the home of the mutant^ (laughter). 
There are more deranged people in Penhill 
than in any place in the world. They have just 
pocketed together in one. area.
RR: Back to the American tour. I believe you 
were invited over there by David Byrne and 
you supported Talking Heads and that Byrne 
is quite a fan of yours. What's he like?
XTC: He’s very reserved and quiet and he’s 
got a very hairy forearm. They initially asked 
us over to do this one date at the Bacon 
Theatre on Broadway on New Years Eve but 
the record company thought while you’re 
going over you may as well . . . and we ended 
up playing Philadelphia, Boston, four dates in 
New York and then we went on to Toronto 
which was phenomenally cold.
RR: What sort of reception did you get?
XTC: It was great. It was really good. A lot of 
places were like they’d never heard a group 
before, ever. They were going absolutely 
gorillas in a lot of places. We had a lot of time 
off in New York and we played CBGB's which 
is just like a giant lavatory with tables. People, 
at the late shows, were basically slumped 
asleep on their tables so I guess if they yawned 
or twitched it was a fabulous reaction. They’re 
a very lazy audience, the New York audience.
RR: Did you actually play with the Talking 
Heads?
XTC: Yes, that was the New Years Eve one. 
We had a good reaction we were told. They 
applauded. They usually send a rain of beer 
cans or whatever on support bands in New 
York gigs. They didn’t throw much, just un­
strapped their money belts and threw them at 
us.
RR: What happened to Barry Andrews?
XTC: He’s not here today. There’s not much 
of him here today. He left to form his own 
band. He wanted to play his songs and we 
wouldn’t play his songs so he left. It was all 
mutual and there’s no grievances.
RR: The ‘Go 2' album, when it came out 
appeared a lot more adventurous in terms of 
its arrangements than ‘White Muisc'. What 
changes do you go through to arrive at an 
album like that after the first one?
XTC: We didn’t take the material on the road 
with us. We just rehearsed it and laid it down 
in the studio. It was more of a studio album 
whereas with ‘White Music’ we took the 
material on the road. It was our first album 
and we had a backlog of material and we chose 
what we wanted and laid it down in its raw 
state. Hence the difference. The songs on ‘Go 
2’ were a lot busier because we weren’t sure 
exactly what we wanted and consequently we 
put a lot of ideas in them. I think the next 
album’s going to have the feel of the songs on 
VVhite Music — short, poppy songs. Not so 
technical but it ’ll have the same feel of ex­
ploration that Go 2 had because we’ve only 
taken a few of the songs for the new album on 
the road.
RR: Is it true that you wanted Eno to produce 
Go 2?
XTC: We asked him and we had a meeting 
with him. He said that we didn't need him and 
also he was busy. He would have liked to. He’s 
saving up for some sort of hair transplant 
(joke). He was very busy because he’d just 
done the Talking Heads and Devo and he 
really wanted some time to himself to do 
another album of his own. He said that he 
didn’t think he could contribute anything 
because we had enough ideas of our own. 
That was probably true actually because we 
usually end up with too many ideas of our own 
and needing some person larger than our­
selves to wade in and beat the shit out of us 
and decide which ideas are going to get used. 
We just want a ringleader really, not a 
producer. We want someone who can control 
the four of us and say you do this, that and the 
other.
or a very
RR: He’s on the new Robert Fripp album.
XTC : Robert Fripp came to see us at CBGB’s 
and picked Barry up for that session which he 
did in New York while we were over there.
Late on Saturday night, technical faults 
rectified and away with the interview — 
highlights only mind you, otherwise we’d fill 
the whole issue.
RR: How did you enjoy New York and 
America?
XTC : (speaking are Andy Partridge and Colin 
Moulding but it’s a bit difficult to differentiate 
on the tape) It was good. It was just like a 
giant film set. Steaming drains, yellow cabs. 
Really good. It was a lot like Swindon (where 
they live). Drug' shooting spades. Police
RR: So who’s this new person, David Gregory, 
the guitarist?
XTC: He’s got a David Byrne forearm. He’s a 
local lad who’s been hanging around for a few 
years and he’s really good at the instrument. 
When Barry left I thought that maybe we 
should get another keyboard player and the 
other two said no, get another guitar player 
because anybody that we have is just going to 
be compared to Barry. So we have a guitar 
player. He’s a shy, retiring type who’s helping 
us out.
RR: Have you missed the keyboard sound? 
No we haven’t missed the keyboards onstage 
yet. Actually Dave plays a few bits and pieces 
on the synthesiserk to sort of imitate the-older 
numbers but the new material doesn’t have 
much, if any, keyboards playing on it.
RR: One of the reasons I imagine “Go 2 didn't 
sell here was that seven of the top ten songs 
were dis when the album was released 
XTC: Well, I imagine that you go for sunny 
songs out there because of the climate.
RR: ‘Meccanik Dancing’ on the second album 
seems to sum up whatyou feel about disco but 
you also seem to rely on definite rhythm 
changes.
XTC:' I don’t know what discos are like in 
Australia but in Britain they’re places where 
you go with fear in your mouth. They’re 
really . . .you go there and it ’s the factory 
worker and the building site person who goes 
there for a few beers and wants to damage 
someone smaller than him. They’re very, very 
unfriendly places in Britain. Meccanik Dan­
cing was written out of the observation side of 
it. Observing what people do when they go to 
these places. They just want to get out of it 
and damage other people in time to the music 
which IS quite frightening.
RR: How much writing do you do Colin?
XTC : Quite a lot at home (He’s brought a pen 
now — AP'). We both Sort of write a big load
and then throw it at the band some of it sticks. 
RR: How do you choose which songs you’re 
going to do?
XTC: It’s just the ones that sound the best 
after you’ve done them really. A few knife 
fights here and there. We get a tank of warm, 
salt water and jump in naked with a sharp 
knife between our teeth and fight it out. The 
one who crawls out of the tank with the least 
knife wounds is the one who gets the most 
songs oh the album. We usually do the whole 
batch and then see which ones sound the best. 
Some songs sound better than others, no 
matter who wrote them. I think it’s quite 
evident when a song’s not working. Everybody 
sort of realises it. It’s not a said thing, it ’s 
something you feel.
RR: How do songs like ‘Battery Brides’ and ‘I 
Am The Audience' go down live in England? 
XTC: We haven’t played .‘I Am The Audience' 
for quite awhile. It used to go down quite well. 
‘Battery Brides’ is like the quiet one in the set. 
We get a breather more or less. We’d never 
get through the set alive if we didn’t have 
something like that. Either that 
attractive nurse with oxygen.
RR: The only cover you've done is ‘All Along 
the Watchtower’. Was it the original Dylan 
version that inspired you?
XTC: I haven’t heard the Dylan one. I’ve 
heard the Band do it and I’ve heard Hendrix 
do it. It’s just good lyrics and we had a really 
good rhythm which we were playing with in 
the cellar of our managers club one day and I 
said I’d like to do the lyrics to ‘All Along The 
Watchtower’ and we paired the two together.
I didn’t want to play guitar — I wanted another 
instrument in there so it was the organ, bass 
and drums and the harmonica. Because it 
sounded empty it was nice to play on that fact 
and make it even emptier.
RR: What other bands do you like? You’ve 
mentioned in the past that you liked Can. Who 
else?
XTC: I don’t really like groups anymore. The 
magic of bands has gone out the window for 
me because it’s like when you work in a circus 
— you know all the tricks produced in okther 
circuses so actually other bands don’t interest 
me at the moment. When I used to listen to 
bands I liked Can because of their sense of 
rhythm. It was all encompassing. I thought it 
was a grand sense of rhythm they had. I liked 
the group groups like the Beatles, the Kinks, 
Monkees, Small Faces. The group groups who 
were just into songs. It’s ages since I’ve been 
to a gig. When you’re in the business it’s a bit 
of a busman’s holdiay to go and see other 
bands. It frustrates you to see what they’re 
doing in a lot of cases. You think that they 
could be doing it so much better or what 
they’re bashing at the same old lines. When 
you’re involved you really want to sculpt. You 
see people and you just want to change them 
around. I feel frustrated watching a lot of 
bands. So many bands sound like we used to.
.This is the end of the INTERVIEW. 
Published in JULY ISSUE. This writing is 
the conclusion at the end of the in­
terview. This conclusion is not like the 
introduction. The aim is to gently lead 
you out of the interview and onto the 
next page instead of getting you to buy 
the magazine. We have kept it in the 
same style so that the whole article has a 
sense of IDENTITY whichever way you 
see it. The article is by STUART COUPE, 
STUART MATCHETT and RUSSELL 
STENDELL. This is their latest article. 
We won’t attempt to describe their 
writing because all you have to do is read 
it and you can describe it for yourself.
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MI-SEX
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You'll Take The High Road
Mi-sex come'from New Zealand. They’ve 
played mainly in Sydney since arriving in 
Australia about 9 months ago. They 
recently appeared as support to the 
Talking Heads tour of Oz. They have just 
released an album called “ Graffiti 
Crimes” . . .  So what else do they have to 
do to get their name and picture in 
Roadrunner? Not much, just spend a 
night talking to Stuart Matchett without 
falling asleep through boredom and he’ll 
even say nice things about the record.
Mi-Sex are:
Steve Gilpin, vocals;
Kevin Stanton, guitar:
Murray Burns, keyboards;
Don Martin, bass;
Richard Hodgkinson, drums.
You may have heard some of the stories 
about Mi-Sex. The main one is that they're not 
really genuine ‘‘New Wave” and that back in 
N.Z. they were a cabaret band doing show 
tunes and harkas. Not really. They weren't 
doing the same sort ot material they are today, 
in tact at the end ot 1977 they were' a 
progressive band called Fragments Of Time. 
Steve, Kevin and Don had played in bands 
together and Murray will even admit to having 
played piano in restaurants to stay financial. 
But let's return to late '77 when EMI New 
Zealand were about to hold their convention. 
The label required some real live local punks 
so the Fragments of Time made a single 
comprising ‘‘Straight Laddie” and ‘‘Fligh Class 
Dame” ,and called the group Mi-Sex after their 
favorite song from the first Ultravox 
album.The idea was that Mi-Sex would die 
after the convention was over. It didn't.
Once the decision was made to stick with the 
Mi-Sex idea a few talents from the past began 
to be of use. Vocalist Steve Gilpin had actually 
been a successful balladeer on TV in New 
Zealand and his powerful voice and d-iction 
gave Mi-Sex a head start. Richard Flodgkinson 
plays not only drums but also guitar and 
keyboards and has turned his bedroom into a 
small recording studio. Kevin Stanton used to 
work in promotions and so comes up with a 
few of the ideas for the band as well as 
possessing a book full of lyrics which is the 
starting point for many of the band's original 
songs. Bass player Don Martin was an ac­
countant so he looks after the Mi-Sex business
empire. That means he oversees a company 
which while it pays the band only a small 
amount each week, has bought them their own 
truck and PA system and pays the rent on the 
huge house all the members share in Sydney. 
What about keyboard player Murray Burns? 
Well, he’s one of the best keyboard players 
around (he did some synthesiser work on 
Sports’ ‘‘Don't Throw Stones” LP) and gives 
Mi-Sex their distinctive sound on stage and 
vinyl. He’s about to trade in his old but faithful 
Roland Synthesiser (he proudly reveals that 
its serial number is 0000001) for The Prophet 
which is the state-of-the-art synthesiser as 
used by Jerry Harrison of Talking Heads. 
Murray also did some artwork on the album 
cover - with a can of spray paint.
What about this album, then? I had a listen 
and you should too at your earliest con 
venience. Kevin and Murray gave me a quick 
rundown of the record and its recording.
RR; How did you go about making sure that 
the record sounded the way you wanted? 
Kevin: Basically it was in the choice of the 
songs which went onto the album. We chose 
10 songs which related to the theme of the 
album — graffiti crimes. It ’s not like a ‘concept 
album’ — the concept really just fell into place. 
All our music revolves around a central theme 
because we all think together and then we all 
work together and, in fact, live together. 
Murray: If we hadn’t all lived in the same 
house none of this would have come together 
as well as it has. Sharing a house has been 
very important in the development of the 
band.
RR: What about the writing of the songs on 
the album?
Murray: Everybody in the band has written 
songs, and everybody contributed. There are 
two songs that were written by two people we 
used to play with ,in New Zealand.
It was only later that M urray and Kevin would 
admit that they represent the major source of 
Mi-Sex songs. It turns out that Kevin has been 
writing poetry for many years, all of it designed 
to be set to music. When somebody in the 
band gets an idea for a melody (it's usually 
Murray) they just get out Kevin's big book of 
lyrics and fit the two together. Then the rest of 
the band help in knocking it into a song. All too 
easy, isn't it^
RR: How did you find working with Peter 
Dawkins as a producer?
Kevin: He's really good to work with. A lot of 
bands.when theygo into the studio tend to sit 
back and let the producer do whatever he
wants, then come along and listen to the 
finished product and criticise it. Whereas we 
were there at every minute in the production. 
We've got no com plaints because we had a say 
in all the decisions. It’s turned out a more 
commercial album that I thought it would but 
musically it’s turned out the way we wanted.
Once again later in the night Murray revealed 
that there were a few little things they weren’t 
happy a bout. The synthesiser wasjustabit too 
loud here, the drums were a bit low in the mix 
there But it is their first album and as it 
poured out of a small cassette player in their 
kitchen, a couple of members of the band 
seemed genuinely surprised to hear how good 
they sounded coming through a two inch 
speaker in their own home.
RR: Now what about the individual songs on 
the album?
Kevin: Well, the first song is also the album 
title and theme - ‘ ‘‘G>'affiti Crimes” . There’s a 
synthesiser ihtro which is a soft start to the 
album . . . The song itself has a good rhythm 
guitar sound which we got by borrowing a 
Marshall amp from Ross Wilson’s band who 
were recording in the studio next door.
“What Do You Want” is basically a rock’n'roll 
song . . .
Murray : “What Do You Want” is the only song 
which was written by the whole band. We |ust 
put It together one day in the same way that 
we wrote “ Burning Up” , which is not on the 
album but is on the single.
Kevin : “ But You Don’t Care” is the single. It's 
the most arranged song on the album. 
Murray: Then there's a refined version of 
“Not Such A Bad Boy” . It’s a lot longer when 
we do it. on stage, but as we wanted to fit 10 
songs on the album we had to cut it down a bit. 
Kevin : I think the band’s favorite song on the 
album is “ Stills” because It turned out so well 
in the studio. That song has lots of imagery in 
It and IS a good ending for Side One. The 
second side begins with “ 2120” which has a 
theme related to “ Stills” , and is set in the 
future. Originally it was to be the B side of the 
single but it turned out so well It got onto the 
album.
Murray: “ I Want To Be With You” was written 
by a friend of ours, a guitarist I used to play 
with called Colin Bailey. He's in a band called 
Short Story who are coming over to Australia 
shortly.
Kevin: “ Camera Kazi” was written by a guy I 
used to play with called Rob Winch. When 1 
first learned that song m 1976, it had one
verse and the band I was in used to do a whole 
theatrical presentation around it.
Murray: When we first arriyed in Australia it 
used to last half an hour with movie themes 
running through it. On the album I manage to 
squeeze in the theme from “The Good, The 
Bad and The Ugly”  and the theme from the 
'movie “ Exodus” .
“A Loser, A Winner” , was written by Richard 
our drummer who plays rhythm guitar on it. 
Kevin: I’d say that production-wise, the final 
track, “ Inside You” , is the most interesting 
thing on the album. It’s all about robot, 
mechanical whizz kids. Theme-wise it’s related 
to “ Stills” and “ 2120” in that it ’s about 21st 
century robots and things. That’s where 
Stuart Coupe is right about us “ romanticising 
decadence” . ( Ya see, all over the country 
people read the words of Mr. Coupe and 
cannot fail to concur with his penetrating 
insights — in this case, set down in RAM, No. 
105-- S.M.)Actually it’s romanticising future 
events rather than decadence. ( O.K., so they 
concur with most of his penetrating insights.) 
We used some interesting effects on the 
vocals on that track. I wrote it in 1971 so it’s 
an old song, but it’s been totally re vamped by 
■ the band.
Well, that’s the short story on the Mi-Sex 
album. The slightly longer version is me going 
through and picking the bits I like — let’s 
make it short and say my favorites so far are 
“ Stills” and “Camera Kazi” . But overall, it's a 
good record, and more interesting than most 
of the recent albums from major Oz bands. 
Come to think of it, most overseas bands, too.
RR: I'm sorry about this fellahs, but what 
about the future?
Kevin: Well, from August 1, we're going to try 
to be a fulltime touring band. That is, we’ll tour 
the country with breaks to rehearse, fix up 
gear, write songs and record. Then it’ll be back 
out for another tour.
Now that the album is out Mi-Sex will have to 
build up a live audience outside Sydney. This 
shouldn't be too hard — the Talking Heads 
tour gave them good exposure and while some 
Sydneysiders may be getting bored with the 
band because of their nine months here, there 
are thousands elsewhere who haven’t seen 
then at all. A firm base has been established in 
Sydney and the album “ Graffiti Crimes” is the 
vehicle that will expose Mi-Sex throughout the 
country.
— STUART MATCHETT
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Tm obsessed, I suppose. I know 
that because I continually find 
myself repeating myself. At every 
opportunity I get (in any medium), 
I sing the praises and bemoan the 
lack of success of what I consider to 
be the only real, good music in 
Australia.
But I do think it's true that the truly 
creative Australian music over the past
thought, ‘‘Well, fuck this, let’s try it in front ot 
an audience to see what happens” .
Their first real performance, as I remem­
ber, was at a oenefit concert for PULP 
magazine, in April '78, and even then they 
impressed me as a group with tremendous 
potential.
Sporadic giggling follov^/ed, until they em­
barked on a tour of Adelaide a couple of 
months later. Just prior to that though, they 
lost JohnMacKinnon (who left to con­
centrate on painting).
Phillip; ''Oh, the Beatles, obviously. I had . 
two stages; like, there was the Beatles for a 
long time, and then I didn't listen to what 
was happening from about 1970 to 1977. And 
then suddenly I started listening to new 
stuff, and really liking a lot of the new 
people around. Like, I really like Elvis 
Costello, and Bowie.''
( It might give some indication of Two 
Way Garden's roots to make note of the 
covers they've performed at various times 
— earlier on, they included R and B stan­
David: ' ' I t  was terrific really, that he 
came along and did that."
Steven: "We got into a lot of places we 
never would've."
Philip: "That we'll never get back into."
Jw o Way Garden's name remains con­
spicuous only by its absence from local gig 
guides, however.
rwo WAY GARDEN
Steven: "We've probably been playing 
more than you think, because we've been 
doing a lot of work with Eric Gradman, but 
they only give us a couple of days notice of 
what we're doing, so we can't let anyone 
know."
couple of years has been made by groups 
like the Saints, Crime and the City Solution, 
the Boys Next Door,.the Young Charlatans 
and Two Way Garden. These groups, some 
of which you mightn't have heard of, fiave 
been shunned, despite their originality, by 
the Australian rock industry (for reasons 
best known to themselves, I suppose).
The Saints were forced to leave the coun­
try. Crime and the City Solution and the 
Young Charlatans broke up (although their 
various ex-parts can be found still 
struggling within the Boys Next Door, 
Whirlywirld and the Laughing Clowns).
Only Two Way Garden remain; down but 
not quite out. They've reached the point by 
now where they're making a do-or-die ef­
fort, in releasing a self-financed record.
It's not surprising then that it's they who 
are the subject of this (long overdue) 
examination.
Two Wav Garden (Steven Rae, 22, bass 
and vocals; Philip Riley, 21, guitar and 
vocals; David Bowler, 23, drums and 
clowning) have been together for some time 
now; consequently their beginnings are 
somewhat hazy.
Philip: " I  went to school with Steven and 
because it was such a small school we used 
to hear each others music and stuff....and I 
was playing with John (MacKinnon, their 
original second guitarist) at that stage, and 
then we all kind of drifted together I guess."
They were without a drummer, but after 
much auditioning finally settled on David, 
who had come to the group after hearing 
about them through Steven's father, whom 
he worked with.
Steven: ‘‘We really didn't know what 
was going to happen when we went to 
Adelaide, because we'd only done 2 jobs as a 
3 piece before then."
It wasn't a complete disaster, however. 
Far from it, in fact.
Philip: "We went incredibly well. I mean 
it's the best reaction we'd ever had up to 
that stage."
Steven: "When we became a 3 piece it was 
a real break for us. Because all the songs 
before then were really tight — tight 
arrangements — we'd work out everything 
we had to play, and never improvise."
And without John's extra guitar? 
"Basically it's simplified. The songs before 
then were very complex."
Phillip: " I t  changed the emphasis to the 
vocals, which we'd always wanted but never 
got before."
David: "The whole melody of the song 
comes over."
Phillip; "The music changes when you 
start playing to audiences a lot. As we 
evolved, we virtually didn't play any gigs, 
our only audience was a tape recorder, so 
you start Writing songs for yourself. And 
that's how everything got a bit chaotic. We 
started playing live and we realised we had 
to simplify. Just to be able to get through to 
an audience.
This was in late 1976. And the group were 
doing nothing but rehearsing (as a 4 piece).
David: "When we were 4 piece we were 
just shut in a room practising” .
Phillip: "Most of it was pretty terrible. It just 
so happened that we were playing, and we
It was the expressive economy of Two 
Ways Garden's instrumentation, playing 
foil to the strong, catchy melodies of their 
vocal lines, that impressed me in the first 
place. Their sound had a clean freshness 
and vita lity rarely heard, and a sufficient 
degree of light and shade to make it that 
much more interesting.
The effect was not unlike that of, say, the 
Byrds, or Love, but Two Way Garden had 
heard neither of these groups. What then 
were their original influences?
dards like “Talkin’ ’bout You’’ and- 
“Shimmy Shake’’ in their set, and later 
things like “In the Year 2525’’, ’’Summer in 
the City’’. ’’Suffragette City’’ and ‘Psycho 
Killer’’.)
When the inevitable comparisons with 
Television and the Talking Heads arose, the 
group could easily have denied accusations 
of plagiarism, as they didn't hear them until 
later in the piece either.
They do, however, concede that they 
wouldn't have got from square one without 
(Melbourne) Punk, and the freer attitude it 
afforded.
Still, it was always hard for them to find 
work (not conforming to any particular 
standards. Punk or otherwise). It wasn't un­
til their return from the successful Adelaide 
tour that they began regular gigging, when 
manager, Philip Morland, found them a 
residency at the Club Hotel in Melbourne.
Phillip: "The Club was the best thing that 
ever happened to us. It was great ex­
perience. And also, a few people started to 
see us there; Chris Worrel saw us there, 
Eric Gradman saw us there."
The group toured Sydney — Steven: 
"Well, that was pretty terrib le" — but soon 
again, after the demise of The Club, they 
were finding it hard to get work.
Are promoters not impressed?
Phillip: " I  think that the problem is that 
they don't even know we exist. Rather than 
they; ve seen us and said 'no'. I mean, I don't 
think they've heard about us and come down 
to see us.
"A ll the kind of good things that have hap­
pened to us have come from musicians who 
are higher up in the scale, who've told their 
managers, or promoters or whatever, that 
we're worth putting on."
E ric Gradman, for one, was particularly 
impressed. So much so that he's often af­
forded Two Way Garden a spot supporting 
Man and Machine. /
Phillip: "Basically, when there's people 
there, they seem to really like it. But 
everyone knows when Man and Machine are 
going to play somewhere there's going to be 
a support band, and they just don't arrive 
until late. Like, lately the trouble's been that 
nobody's been there when we're playing."
It's this kind of apathy, and incidents like 
being 'banned' from Martini's, that've 
prompted Two Way Garden to pin all their 
hopes on their forthcoming EP.
Phillip: " I t 's  basically Two Way Garden 
laying it on the line."
So the group are saying: "Well, this is us, 
you can take us the way we are, or else we'll 
go away?"
"Yeah, that's just about it."
The EP, featuring four songs, “She’s So 
Wrecked’’, ’’Against My Reason’’, “Over­
night’’ and “Hands and Shadows’’, was 
recorded at Crytsal Clear in South Melbour­
ne, with Eric Gradman producing.
What of Gradman in the studio?
Philip: "He's great, he's really good. He 
helped us immensely. With getting sounds 
and things like that. Like, we had the songs 
worked out — virtually every note we were 
going to play — but he's been great in ac­
tually transferring that to tape."
Whether or not the groups, and/or Grad­
man, have succeeded in capturing their live 
excitement is questionable — I don't think 
they have — but at least the recording is a 
fa ir enough indication of what they're trying 
to do, and what they're capable of, as 
musicians.
But apart from their obvious talents. Two 
Way Garden's greatest appeal must be their 
almost complete lack of any kind of preten­
sion.
Philip: "There's no sort of set plan, 
y'know, and the songs that we write, since 
we do basically all our own material, are us 
and nobody else. We're not kind of 
designed.... "
Too true, mate, too bloody true.
— CLINTON WALKER.
I'll Take The Low Road
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SPARRING WITH THE DOC
TAKING LA TROBE BY STRATEGY
By early June The Angels’ Closing In 
Tour has wound its way from Queen­
sland through New South Wales, back to 
Sydney then gigs*at Wagga and Canberra 
on the way to Melbourne and Adelaide. 
The gig at La Trobe University in 
Melbourne was the big gig of the tour 
and probably the major gig for the band 
in this country this year. ^
A lot of money was spent on extra staging 
including a gigantic concert PA system usually 
reserved for the top visiting overseas bands. 
Indeed when Talking Heads toured in mid- 
June their system was actually about a third of 
thesame rig used by The Angels. The effect of 
the special staging in the hall at La Trobe 
before 3000 hysterical punters, was to provide 
an awesome aural and visual feast. I have 
never before seen a more professionally 
mounted live show by an Australian band in 
concert. The lights performed their usual 
magic under the teasing guidance of Ray 
Hawkins, who has perfected a standard of 
lighting with this band against which all other 
local acts must now compete, and the same 
could be said for the sound which tour 
manager Ashley Swinfield was looking after.
The rich, deep sound at La Trobe and a red 
hot set by the band made it probably  the most 
s t imulat ing and u lt imate ly  satisfying gig I’ve 
yet encountered with The Angels. As the 
band ’s power rhythm sound exploded in 6000 
ears, the might and control of that thumping  
riff  had people shaking the ir  heads and raising 
their  fists high in the air  in an orgy of 
congratulation. If there were any die-hard 
Angel knockers stil l left a fte r  having seen the 
band that night then they should cancel the ir  
subscription to the resurrect ion.
After a packed show in Geelong and a 
sparsely attended night in Warnambool Doc 
Neeson and Graham B idstrup  took a long ride 
overn ight to Adelaide, and my plan to get off at 
Hamilton (only 80 miles from Warnambool)  
was foiled to the point that when it came 11 
a .m . th e n e x td a y . t h e re w e w e r e a r r i v m g in th e  
suburban environs of Adelaide, the band's old
home fown Dur ing  the next two days Bid 
strup and myself spent qu ite  a bit of t ime with 
Talking Heads who were in town at the t ime 
and they seemed very awa ie  of Tlie Angels 
popular i ty  and expressed d isappointment that 
they w ou ldn ’t get to see the band
On the Queens Birthday weekend The Angels 
played Sweethearts which is a newly 
established major gig at the Finsbury Hotel. It 
seems the Finsbury is an old stomping ground 
of the band although Chris Bailey joked that 
he didn’t have to cringe about doing a 
residency there back in the bad old days as did 
the originals from The Keystone Angels. 
Sweethearts is, according to those who know, 
in a rather rough part of town and so it came 
to pass that the first night saw a lot of police at 
the gig which didn’t help the atmosphere 
terribly much. (Sweethearts has closed its 
doors after just three weeks due in no small 
part to the attention of the local con­
stabulary—ED). Sweethearts was disap­
pointing crowd wise and raised the question of 
whether Adelaide is able to come to grips with 
The Angels, free of all past associations. I 
couldn’t help feeling while in Adelaide that 
there is a certain resentment against the sort 
of success The Angels have achieved since 
moving out of the cathedral city. Perhaps this 
unfortunate phenomenon can be partly ex­
plained by the rather appalling state of 
Adelaide radio which seems bland to the point 
of utter mediocrity. It has certainly done very 
little in getting behind The Angels, or other 
Australian bands. Still, those people 
responsible for such a mess will no doubt have 
to contend with wearing large amounts of egg 
on their face in the very near future.
ARE YOU RECEIVING ME?
The band’s management is keenly aware of 
trying to keep some sort of reasonable stopper 
on Neeson. They know what happened with 
Mark Hunter, where in the end he was totally 
overshadowing Dragon. When your star goes, 
what’s left in the ruins? For this reason the 
band’s management is concentrating on 
boosting Rick and John Brewster. When their 
profiles become sufficiently well-known Chris 
Bailey and Buzz Throckman will move in to the' 
spotlight. So in the end you will have a five- 
piece band with each member a distinct 
personality in his own right. It’s smart media 
management and while The Angels hold all the 
trumps there is no reason why it won’t suc­
ceed. So for the ensuing future, Neeson’s 
profile is going to be decidedly low.
Doc Neeson has reached a point in his career 
where a lot of people are interested in 
knowing what he thinks, why he thinks it and 
how it affects his approach to everything. It’s 
perhaps hard for Neeson to articulate 
thoughts and concepts. He knows where he’s 
going and what he’s doing but explanation of 
his art can come across in print as something 
else again.
Musicians always taketheir life in their hands 
when they talk to the media because TV can 
chop you up, radio can get you within very 
strict confines, and with print you’re entirely 
at a publication’s mercy. Neeson’s ex­
periences until now have been sufficiently 
sobering for him to take a rather hard and long 
look at the way he should respond in in­
terviews. Of course it cuts both ways. The 
interviewer who is trying to pin Neeson down 
can find himself grasping at thin air. A Neeson 
interview can be a dodgy experience. The 
harbour city is full of a million and one stories 
and the following Neeson interview is one of 
th em.
NEESON’S OBLIQUE STRATEGIES
Doc Neeson can be a most surprising person 
at times. The Angels frontman is going to 
increasingly come underthem icroscope in the 
coming months. His position in Australian 
rock’n’roll is now totally unique and excuses 
better start being prepared for graciously 
declining an invitation to attend the next King 
of Pop awards where he could well walk away 
with that dreadful title. ■
RR: What difference do you see between 
‘Face to Face’ & ‘No Exit’?
DOC: I think we’ve got a lot better sound on 
‘No Exit’. I think we tried a few different 
things on the album, particularly with “ Dawn 
IS Breaking’’, which is a change from the fairly 
tight singles idea that we had on “ Face’’. The 
sounds to me are one of the major 
things . . .everyone plays a lot better.
RR: How do you think The Angels fans will 
react to the inclusion of the two keyboard 
tracks on side two? They are different aren’t 
they?
DQC: Yeah .. .oh I reckon they’ll be rap- 
t(laughs). I’m very positive about this album. 
There is nothing that I’m really unhappy about 
at all.
RR: One of the features of the album to me is 
the production on your voice.
DOC: Yeah, I’m pretty happy with that. I 
found it easier in some respects because they 
weren’t all screamers.
RR: Did you get your vocals down in the first 
couple of takes rather than doing a lot of 
takes?
DQC: The ones we’ve used actually have 
turned out to be those although we did quite a 
lot of them. It seems that the early tracks that 
I did had the- best feel.
RR: “Save Me” is one of the early ones is it? 
DQC: Yeah. The one that we worked on 
longest on the album was “ Dawn Is Breakirvg” . 
That song probably changed more than any 
other single song that we wrote. It just sort of 
kept getting rewritten and new ideas were 
going through it all the time.
RR: Right. Well what about the lyrics on the 
album? Some of them are pretty amazing, for 
example “Dawn Is Breaking”.
DOC: Lyrically that song is one of the high- 
points for me. Rick and I did about fifty-fifty on 
those lyrics.
RR: Does the same go for “Mr Damage” 
too?
DOC: I reckon those songs are ttie ones that 
give you the most room for tossing in ideas 
RR: “After Dark” is a stark number live.
DOC: It’s kinda romantic in a way (laughs) 
but it’s got a pretty cold edge behind it.
RR: Do you think many of your fans would 
think of The Angels as romantic in their 
songs?
DOC: Yeah, I don’t think it would be their first 
thought, but it ’s another colour.
RR: Which are your particular favourites on 
the album?
DOC: “ Dawn is Breaking” and aggghhh . . .  .1 
really like the verses in “After Dark” .
RR: How about “Ivory Stairs”? That seems to 
be going down remarkably well live?
DOC: Yeah that’s a good one I think. It’s a 
really good rocker. I see “ Ivory Stairs” as a
t
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continuation of “ Round We Go” lyrically. The 
continuing saga of (breaks off laughing) . . . 
RR: Of going round in circles?
DOC: Yeah that kinda idea.
RR: Any thoughts on "Waiting for the
World”?
DOC: The idea in that I really like. There are a 
lot of people who just . . .1 mean we’ve all been 
trained to be spoonfed in one way or another 
and that song has bit of a shot at that. I like 
the way the choruses fit with the harmony too. 
It just kind of builds nicely. The harmony work 
on this album is actually more interesting than 
on "Face” . It’s been used to bring out the 
highlights in the songs a bit more.
RR: Do you think this is a more sophisticated 
album than “Face”?
DOC: Heeyyyy (laughing) . . . .  what do you 
mean more sophisticated?
RR: A higher level of playing, musicianship, 
arrangement, singing, production?
DOC: Well the band’s grown a lot together 
since "Face” and I think the same comment is 
relevant from “The Angels” and then on to 
“ Face” . It has the same sort of growth 
changes and we’re starting to know 
more . . . .  In some ways this album flowed a 
bit more easily . . .
RR: You thought there was less blood, sweat 
and tears on "No Exit” from the point of 
getting the songs together?
DOC: No there was a fair bit of that in . . .- 
what do you mean by the songs together? 
RR: In the writing of them and getting them 
down on vinyl?
DOC: Oh there’s a fair bit in the writing of 
it . . .but what I mean was in the poin- 
t .. .everybody reasonably knew what sound 
would be the best for a certain song.
RR: How do you think the stage show has 
changed with the incorporation of the material 
from the new album?
DOC: It seems to me and I look on “ No Exit” 
as .. the whole idea of “ No Exit”  to me is not a 
negative-stuck concept, it ’s far more positive.
I recall Julius Caesar or something . . .would- 
be hero . . .and he was being bombarded by 
fireballs or something, and one of his generals 
said ‘we’re surrounded by fire from behind’ 
and the guy replied ‘well then I can’t think of 
any better reason for going forward’. And you 
know I see “ No Exit as a really positive con­
frontation idea and I think in that sense it is an 
extension of what we’ve done with “ Face” . Its 
grown and I think that the stage act has got 
that too. I’m really rapt in what’s happening 
with the lights. And what I’m doing_ is . . . I 
don’t think there’s any huge change from the 
act that we were doing with "Face” , I think the 
mood builds a little bit better now perhaps 
because we’ve got a bigger choice of material. 
That’s one of the things I find about the band 
that I really like, is that it can create moods. 
RR: There was still as hard core of people 
who refused to take The Angels seriously after 
the success of "Face”. Do you think "No Exit” 
will knock them for six?
DOC: I think they’ll be very pleasantly
pleased. I don’t think surprise is . . .that’s to 
infer they’ve been underestimating us isn’t it? 
RR: Yeah. That’s the point of the question. 
DOC: I think those who are interested
in . . . .  .one of the things that I think must 
appeal to the people who have been into The 
Angels for a fair while, is the way it has been 
growing, and so seeing what we do on this 
album, they’ll be able to get into the way the 
band is growing again. I think quite a few 
people enjoy that aspect.
RR: Is there any basic concept revolving 
around the dinner suit that you now wear on 
stage, apart from t^e obvious striking 
visuality of it?
DOC: I think that one of the things that ap­
pealed very much to me about it when I 
started thinking about an extension of the idea 
of the morning suit idea which I was using, 
was the superb strength of black and white 
and that fitted in a lot with the band. The 
starkness. I’ve got a feeling that if you dress in 
a manner that might be . . .
RR: You mean adopting a certain persona 
with a consistent. . .  like a uniform almost? 
DOC: Well that’s useful, but the thing I’m 
getting at is . . .the clothes are a kind of foil to
the act and that’s why I wanted to keep that 
thing going.
RR: And the lighting ties in with that, with the 
beams of light looking like bars.
DOC: Yeah . . .those lights are amazing and 
(laughing) it ’s just going to be a drag when a 
lot of other people get on to it, which, I guess, 
they will. But it ’s really good on stage. You 
can kinda play with the lights.
RR: You mean where you can stretch your 
hands out between beams and things like 
that?
DOC: Yeah and I can make those lights 
almost concrete by working with it like that. 
It’s also a kind of black theatre of Prague idea. 
(What?—ED).
RR: I notice during your show that as well as 
placing your arms between the “bars” you will 
just stick your chin or half your face into one of 
the beams. That definitely comes across as a 
film or theatrical'effect rather than rock’n’roll. 
DOC: Well, I guess I’ve got quite a strong 
background in European films and we . . . I 
guess you might call it theatre. I mean I just 
find using lights like that exciting. That’s how I 
find it, and if other people sit there and say 
“oh, he’s being theatrical instead of 
rock’n’rolly” then they’re just talking about 
words.
RR: Did this come as a logical extension to you 
and the band after seeing the way David 
Bowie used lighting?
DOC: No. I think it has very little to do with 
Bowie at all. Except to say that it was great to 
see someone using lights so well. You know, 
we’ve always been very keen on making the 
lights work with us rather than that big wash 
idea, and I think that it ’s more interesting 
sometimes to see someone not so well lit. It 
gets the audience to use their imagination. A 
lot of rock’n’roll shows are a bit like what I was 
saying about "Waiting For The World” . They 
light everything fully and it ’s quite stunning 
sometimes, but in that lighted up/show-it- 
all /  give-it-all-away way. I think a lot of the top 
acts lose a lot of subtlety with the lighting 
effects they use. When Deep Purple came out 
here their lighting was great for about the first 
quarter of an hour. They were boasting about 
the thousands of dollars it cost them . . . but I 
think they missed the point of the lights a bit. 
RR: Well, if we can discuss Doc the mystery 
man a bit, obviously the way the show is 
presented live, it does leave room for the 
punters to really wonder about Doc Neeson 
and what he’s really like? Do you see yourself 
as a mystery to them? That they wonder that 
makes you really tick as a person?
DOC: Oh, I suppose some do. Agghhh, I’m very 
strongly of the opinion that I have my own life, 
and that may or may not be separate from 
what happens on stage, but that’s my 
business.
RR: But also in interviews you tend to give 
little away about yourself. Is it a studied 
resistance to passing on certain information 
when you say “I don’t really want to discuss 
that”?
DOC: Yeah, well I really don’t what to discuss 
that (laughs). It’s really . . .  a lot of it has to do 
with privacy.
RR: You’ve hit the nail on the head there. How 
much is your need for privacy and how much is 
perpetrating the aura or the myth?
DOC: Yeah, I wonder?
RR: Can you make a distinction for yourself? 
DOC: No (laughs).
RR: Is it really difficult to discuss certain 
aspects of the Neeson character or do you find 
it uncomfortable to try?
DOC: How do I feel about that? I guess I don’t 
feel that uncomfortable about it, but I think 
that what they see on stage is what they 
should talk about and . . .
RR: You don’t have difficulty articulating 
conceptually what it is?
DOC: Oh, I could articulate a lot of things that 
might come out as rather formal and studied I 
suspect . . .
RR: Do you mean by that you end up running 
the risk of being left with something that 
comes back to you?
DOC: (laughing) . . . yeah . . . ummm . . . but 
what you’re doing is trying to make a thing a 
bit more black and white than it is, so I don’t 
think I really want to buy into that.
RR: Also I suppose it’s in everybody’s in­
terests when it comes to rock’n’roll to per­
petuate the myth, because we all need our 
myths.
DOC: Oh yeah . . . well every time we’ve met 
you’ve asked me that so maybe one day I’ll 
come up with an answer (laughs).
“ No Exit” , the new Angels album, went gold 
on advance orders alone which puts it among 
a very select bunch of local albums. Due to 
tape piracy, which has seriously eaten into the 
sales figures of record companies, i) is 
doubtful that we will ever see the sort of sales 
figures achieved by Skyhooks’ "Living In The 
70s” (Australia’s premier selling rock album, 
with 250,000 copies sold). It’s the sales figure 
every album must invariably shoot for but 
modern day economics, falling record sales 
and fiercer competition in the marketplace, 
means not even the potentially massive "No 
Exit” , can reasonably expect to sell over 
150,000.
But as well as the reduced sales that "No 
Exit” must contend with, is also the unhappy 
fact that EMI’s two potentially biggest selling 
albums of the year. The Angels and Wings 
newie, were BOTH released on the same day.
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When a local band has to contend with that 
sort of competition from within its own record 
company, then someone, somewhere, 
deserves a huge kick up the arse. But if Wings, 
together with the new Bowie, Dury, ELO and 
Dire Straits albums are taking on “ No Exit” , I’ll 
still put my money on a national number one 
for The Angels. When the “ No Exit” album 
launch was held in Sydney on Friday, June 22, 
an EMI executive said "No Exit” had sold more 
than 22,000 in its first four days of sales and 
he wasconfidentthe album would be platinum 
within a month. "Face” took about six 
months to do that. Sales for “ No Exit” of 
50,000 in a month is, by any local criteria, over 
the top, but I am strongly convinced that what 
is just starting to get underway is the run-in to 
the sort of mass popularity that Caddy Cool 
and Skyhooks enjoyed for a time in this 
country. The Angels have the potential, the 
backup machinery and most importantly of all, 
a thoroughly unique talent to be on top for a 
very long time. The only questionmark is: 
When will the rest of the world find out about 
what they’re missing? We should know the 
answer to that, and some of the international 
aspirations of Australian rock’n’roll, poised to 
ride out on The Angels coat tails, hopefully 
within the next six to eight months. It’s going 
to be a long wait for some of us. 
______________________— ROSS STAPLETON
IT IS DIFFICULT TO TRANSLATE THE 
MOOD AND SOUND OF A SM0KY,R0CK 
PUB ONTO VINYL BUT IN THEIR ALBUM 
"SIDE POCKET SHOT"-NIGHTHAWKS 
DOJUSTTHAC.
N
H A
THE NEW AND EXUBERANT TALENTS 
OF NI6HTHAWKS BLEND BLACK BLUES 
R&B AND DE-GLITTERED ROCK'N' 
ROLL INTO AN EARTHY SOUND.
TheNIGHTHAW KS.
“ Side Pocket Shot” . White rock at it’s pub level best.
Stockade SI 10 Distributed by RCA
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‘I was in a band once with me cousin Sid on 
maraccas and harmonica — it got us out of the 
Bo Didd-a-ley mode. This was in a group called 
the Vendettas. I used to write the songs. They 
all had the same tune. But it all just kind of 
stopped. The lead guitarist got married and 
moved,and me cousin Sid got engaged. I had a 
surfeit of material — all these songs — so I just 
started reading them . . . ”
— JOHN COOPER CLARKE -
John Cooper Clarke is about six feet 
tall. And two inches wide, though he still 
manages to wear coats that are too small 
for him. He has six-inch long bouffant 
hair. With a few grey ones lurking about. 
John Cooper Clarke is 30 years old. And 
he’s the world’s greatest living poet. 
Wei I, one of the greatest. Or maybe he’s a 
musician . . .
. spoke to John Cooper Clarke in a bare white 
room in Covent Garden. He chewed gum, ate 
strawberries and looked embarrassed. I guess 
that’s what being a pop icon is all about.
JCC became a pop icon sometime in 1978. 
When he brought out hjs first album "Disguise 
In Love” on CBS. How did he get the contract? 
“ I’d brought out an EP on Rabid Records. 
Then one of the CBS people saw me at Eric’s, a 
club in Liverpool. And on the strength of live 
performances, signed me up. I don’t think he’d 
heard the EP. He didn’t expect any music” .
On "Disguise In Love” most of the poems 
have musical backing. But they are not sung, 
they are poems — they rhyme, they have 
metre, they are actually of very basic, almost 
comic, format.
As I was walking down Oxford Road
Dressed in what they call the mode
I could hear them spinning all the smash 
hits
In the mecca of the modern dance, the Ritz.
John Cooper Clarke describes the music as 
an "aural backdrop” . I think that means 
tacked on later. That’s not meant to be 
derogatory. The music, supplied by "The In­
visible Girls” , is sparse and unconventional in 
comparison to the poems. It certainly creates 
another dimension and probably increases the - 
chances of radio play. But the poems stand on 
their own. That’s how they’re usually per­
formed. A solitary John Cooper Clarke on 
stage, loudly chewing gum . . .
“Yeah, that’s me rhythm combo” .
Since the album JCC has brought out a 
single, "Gimmix” . It was on triangular orange 
vinyl.
“Gimmix got to No. 39 in the charts, then 
disappeared. They sold out of orange vinyl 
You could only get black plastic. And public 
interest waned” .
Recently he has released a live LP — 10 inch 
clear vinyl. And he only giggled when I 
inquired if he was a vinyl junkie. On the album 
is mostly unreleased material, e.g. "Limbo", 
“ Beasley Street” , and . . .
“ ‘Conditional Discharge’, which is one of the 
new poems off the forthcoming album. It’s 
about VD. It’s a protest song” .
The day after I spoke to him, JCC went to 
Brighton to begin a tour promoting the album. 
After that, he’ll be back working with the 
“ Invisible Girls” on a studio album. And later 
this year he hopes to tour with them. He 
confessed that he might even start singing. He 
used to sing with the "Vendettas” , so he said..- 
But can John Cooper Clarke sing?
“ I don’t know. People's idea of who can sing 
and who can’t sing is very peculiar. People 
used to say that Bob Dylan couldn’t sing — 
that was the mam criticism against him — 
people liked his songs but preferred them 
done by someone else. That’s stupid. He’s a 
great singer. So maybe they'll be wrong about 
me as well” .
Funny you should mention Bob Dylan, John. 
Yes, boys and girls, it isn’t a clever makeup job, 
John Cooper Clarke really does look like 
Dylan. Or perhaps Bob,Dylan looks like John
Cooper Clarke. Maybe even, John Cooper 
Clarke would like Bob Dylan if he didn't look so 
much like John Cooper Clarke. Besides, he’s 
taller.
We talked about Dylan. I asked JCC if he was 
going to the Dylan Convention which is going 
to be staged soon in England. He said that it 
was a bit expensive, but he was interested in 
the "documentation”  and some rare 
footage . . .  oh . . .  I asked JCC if Bob Dylan 
was a “major influence” . “Alright” , he 
cheerfully replied.
I started to tell John about this interview 
with Bob Dylan that I’d seen once. It was very 
old. Obviously in the first stages of fame. Uncle 
Bob was being quizzed about being a protest 
singer. Thinking he had come up with a tricky 
one, the interviewer asked him how many 
protest singers there were in the U.S. and a 
po-faced Dylan replies . . .
Fraser-Ayn Rand-Thatcher axis. But why did 
Australia appeal?
“Elvis and the Attractions were telling me 
about their tour. They said it was great — 
really enjoyed it. Elvis was telling me it was an 
all happening place” .
Well, er . . . JC got together with Elvis 
Costello directly after the Oz tour. He featured 
as the “ special guest”  for a tour Elvis played 
with the support of Richard Hell and the Void- 
Oids(see Rbadrunner , February 1979).
Apparently Elvis heard "Disguise In Love” , 
rang John Cooper Clarke and that was that. It 
was a great bill. Except, perhaps, for Richard 
Hell putting on a jaded-rock-star-going- 
through-the-motions act.
While on the subject of Richard Hell. I asked 
JCC if he’d had any feedback from the U.S. to 
his records.
W
“ 136” , said a not particularly po-faced JC.
Well, he had it all over on me, Bob-Dylan wise. 
If you’re so smart, how many protest singer 
are there in England, today?
“ 18 . . . But there will be more within the 
coming years. Within the next five years, I 
should think England will have a monopoly on 
protest singers” .
Not pleased about Thatcher?
“She's one of the old school, Thatcher — 
you'll be seeing hundreds of bread thieves 
pouring into Australia over the next few years. 
Boatloads of geezers in suits with arrows all 
over them, with their right hands cut off, 
whose only crime was that they were starving.
“ I can't wait to get to Australia. I might be 
there before my time” .
I thought I'd better put in a qwick word here 
about the Liberal Government. And the
Damien Ledwich
“Some people have had access to the Rabid 
EP in the U.S.. I’ve got correspondence about
I t ”
And?
“They were in favour. It was from a waitress 
in New York. She liked it. It might have been 
Richard Hell, he used to be a woman . . . ”
The Armed Forces tour was certainly well 
timed to assist in John Cooper Clarke’s 
meteoric rise to fame and things like that. It 
was the first time I’d seen him live. It was 
Christmas Eve.
John Cooper Clarke on stage is an amazing 
sight. The spindley figure wanders into sight 
carrying a bulging plastic shopping bag, as if 
he'd got lost on the way out of Woolworth’s, 
Some months later. I discovered that he 
dresses especially for his on stage ap­
pearances. On that occasion he changed the
gym boots he’d arrived in, for a pair of red, 
pointy-toed boots.
He approaches the mike as if to eat it. But 
proceeds to chew gum loudly into it, thus 
establishing the rhythm. Then he begins.
Often he has to refer to his sacred books, 
secreted in the shopping bag, for poems he 
hasn’t memorised. And if you’re very lucky 
he’ll lose his place, stop, be unable to find it 
again, so go on to another he’d found in the 
process.Oh, and he also maintains timing by a 
mild form of pogoing. As if he desperately 
wants to go to the toilet. But this seems to 
bear a direct relationship to his nervousness. 
That is, occurs mostly with a large or par­
ticularly vicious audience.
I’ve only seen JCC perform once as a 
headliner. Usually he does guest spots which 
leave one longing for moce. Sometimes he 
even shows up unexpectedly to do a surprise 
spot at a friend’s gig. He said he gets in free 
that way.
John Cooper Clarke is great live. And crowds 
love him. They don’t pogo. But there is an 
almost irresistable urge to join in as the 
devotees mouth the words.
I tried to ask JCC about his writing.
“Some conditions are more conducive than 
others. I write a lot when I’m on tour . . . and 
in the studio. Places where there are no
other distractions” .
What about inspiration? He told me he’d got 
the inspiration for “ PSyc.hle Sluts” (on the 
Rabid EP and “ Disguise In Love” ) from the 
movie "The Owl And The Pussycat” . You know, 
the one with Barbara Streisand and George 
Segal. Apparently it was a movie within the 
movie. No misspent youth in biker gangs. And 
that philosophy stuff in the begining was a bit 
of name dropping to fool university students. 
“Limbo” on the newly released live album is 
“about one aspect of Catholic mysticism” , 
asked him about his Catholicism.
“ I went to a school run by nuns” .
Does Catholicism affect your writing?
“Ah . . . ”
Well, a lot of catholics and ex-catholics are 
fairly obsessed by it. Guilt feelings . ..
“Oh yeah, I get all that” .
And what about "Beasley Street” ? "Beasley 
Street” is about the most boring, filthy 
decrepit place in the world.
"Easy, sleezy, greasy, queasy, beastly 
Beasley Street’.
I figured it was where he’d begun the 
struggle to fame.
' “ I found it in the street directory. It’s in 
London somewhere. I’ve never been there” 
OK, I’ll stop, JC.
But “Beasley Street” is to be the basis for a 
movie. Yes, John Cooper Clarke has turned 
screenwriter and has duly written himself in 
as the hero. This is where his problems begin. 
To be the hero in a real-live-feature-length film 
one has to join Equity. But Equity already has 
a John Cooper Clarke registered with them 
And actors being something like racehorses 
can’t have the same name. So John Cooper 
Clarke, if you believe him, must change his 
name. The short list is;
Lenny Siberia 
Buzz Nigeria 
or George Flowers.
Pretty awful, huh?
Well, he’ll probably accidentally leave the 
screenplay on a bus and solve the problem. 
But what else is in the future for the talented 
young Johnny Clarke?
“ I intend to bring out a book. A friend of m ine, 
Steve McGuire, has done the illustrations. 
We're looking for a publisher right now” .
Do you prefer recording your work in various 
ways?
“Well, I prefer reading, but you’ve got to think 
about when I'm dead. The world goes 
on . . . Posterity . . . leave the old 
mark . . . leave one's calling card . . .an 
unbroken roll of parchment in the fallout” . 
Aside from being enternally famous and 
building vast pyramids for future generations, 
what are your ambitions?
“Ah ...  I wouldn't mind learning .to drive” .
— ANNE JONES
London
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Thought. Then I dimly remembered someone close up, ripping their wigs off to reveal La
Sucks, sucks, sucks!
Godalmighty . . .  here I am, coming home 
with a secondhand copy of an old Lewis 
Furey LP and a copy of NME and Melody 
Maker to check out what’s currently not 
happening in the U.K., feeling pretty 
good ‘cause the weather’s nice and it 
looks like summer really is gonna hap­
pen.
I get in, stroke the cat, put the radio on, 
make some coffee and settle down for the 
weekly comedy routine. Little did I know what 
was in store for me as I waded through the 
usual mildly amusing twaddle, wondering 
who’d be the glamour-puss nobody in the 
centre page this week: “ Oh, oh!” , I in­
voluntarily exclaimed, a smile breaking on my 
parched lips — him! Is it really him? That twit 
who was on Top Of The Pops last week and 
was Kid Jensen’s Pick Of The Week? Yeah, it 
was. I stopped, pondering over this rather 
uncharacteristic move on NME’s part into 
popular teen culture: why this guy? Why this 
group? What have they done to deserve this? I 
mean, usually, you've got to be some sort of 
obscure tw isted/but hip almost-recognised 
fast-boy / girl (e.g. Devoto, Shelley, Preten­
ders, Penetration, Pop Group, Only Ones) to 
make it into these hallowed pages. And here 
wasa bunch of droogs called "Tubeway Army” 
— well, at least the singer —- with TOTP as 
their only claim to fame, getting The Spread. 
Huh?
bloody single was being played on the radio at 
least as much as, say, "Roxanne” — that 
terrible ponderous synth-riff and leaden 
rhythm section assaulted my ears at least 
three times a day. My god! This isn’t just a 
fantasy! People Up There actually believe in 
these guys! I had to take a walk, get some 
fresh Fulham air to steady my nerves. I mean, 
laughing along with the Village People is one 
thing — but having to put up with some 
Deadly Earnest baring his tortured 
imaginations to the priviledged millions for a 
few weeks: I couldn’t bear it. What happens if 
this geek makes it to Number One? I’ll have to 
go to Wales for a week or something . . .
on the radio playing a track with the selfsame 
title, only it wasn’t by the Hooks, and wasn’t
I thought 
show ’em 
After this 
and con- 
the bloke
All this was weighing terribly on my mind as I 
walked up to the shops, glancing across to the 
newsagents’ hoardings. Imagine my surprise 
when I saw the Evening News hoarding 
screaming “ Marc Bolan : Why His Records Still 
Sell Today” . Being an a dm irer of the Late Marc 
I bought my copy and found the two-page 
spread a lot better than expected — it was 
almost good; in other words, thoroughly 
enjoyable trivia. Being a disciple of Pavlovian 
Suggestion, I decided it ’d be neat to go to the 
local record shop and see if I could dig up a 
copy of “ Bolan Boogie” or even “ Great Hits” , 
to bring back the sweet happy memories of 
“Telegram Sam” or “ Children of The 
Revolution” . For 20 blissful minutes it no 
longer mattered that this was 1979 and 
everyone here is looking for the sound of the 
80’s. In carefree spirits I attacked the 
wron-------r
the same song. Confusing . . . still 
again, good on yer, Michael — this’l 
where the Real McCoy comes from 
wonderful burst of xenophobia 
fidence-building, I stalked up to 
behind the counter, looked him straight in the 
eye . .. and bought The Damned. After all, Td 
got a copy of the Hooks single over a year ago 
(honest, Greg . . . ) and The Damned are just 
as noisy and fun . . .  As a parting shot, I picked 
up the dreaded Army’s cover, squinted at it, 
looked at the salesman and said “ fuckin’ 
terrible shit, guv” and wandered out, smiles 
creasing my demented face. One up for Joe 
Public! Thatll show ’em we’ve a mind of our 
own . . .
Bowie underneath, then in a final magnificent 
meaningless gesture, smearing their lipstick 
right across one side of their face with their 
elbows. Done singlely,one by one . . . fantastic. 
The clip finished with the last screaming notes 
of the solo and the camera suggestively 
zooming in on the last (latest) incarnation of 
The Man, lipstick all over one cheek, pouting 
dangerously right into that tiny dark area at 
the back of one’s brain. Quite a sensation and 
if they hadn’t had the usual canned laughter 
cutting straight in, it would’ve been one of 
those tender showbiz moments where the 
whole place would’ve frozen for three seconds 
before wild applause broke out. Still, even on a 
show that cans applause like sardines, it was 
bloody effective. (One in the eye for Joe 
Public!)
The only thing that worries me now, ner­
vously sipping my whiskied coffee in the 
comfort of the sitting room while The Damned 
go totally beserk on the stereo, is the music 
press of next week — what happens if that 
album turns up in the charts? (The single’s 
already there, but that ain’t no shit — even 
The Damned can do that.) Where does good 
old Joe Public stand then? Another media 
triumph? We’ll have to wait and see . . . the 
only hope I guess is that Tony Parsons gets the 
review copy of the album . . .
A group that seems to be getting stomach 
cramps on the merry-go-round recently is your 
favorite good-time boys. The Stranglers, 
upstaged by Bob Geldof’s Rats at Loch 
Lomond and having disappointing concerts 
here and there. Poor Jean-Jacques’ foray into 
solo stardom was a bomb — pulling about 40 
people to a club in Birmingham etc. Must’ve 
been hard to take after recently recovering 
from as severe bout of the Willesee’s. Which 
makes you wonder — who the hell is left of all 
that crowd who made a splash decades ago in 
’76? The Pistols are currently farting around
under the name “The Swankers” with one 
Well, before we all get our little razorblades James Pursey, unable to gig or record due to 
out and end it all in One Grand Final Gesture the inevitable “ contractual difficulties” . The 
(maybe Beethoven was right, shaking a fist at Clash seem to stay on the same level, waiting 
the world on his deathbed — I wonder if he for the U.S. to happen. Public image never play
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It only took me two paragraphs to work out 
why. Yes: this lad was another of the long 
pressmurtured line of "obscure tw isted/but 
hip almost-recognised fast b o y /g ir l” -s 
comingout with quite unbelievably nauseating 
pretentious twaddle. I mean. I’d heard these 
bods, and heard how dull and boring and 
totally unimaginative their music was, so I 
didn’t care what this bloke said. It just made it 
funny, I guess. I liked the punch-line though — 
something about ‘oh well, on to the Melody 
Maker’. I decided that wasn’t a bad idea, to get 
a bit of variety and turned a little more briskly 
through this one (not as many jokes), trying to 
find the record reviews. Zapristi Nerk! What 
do I find in the middle pages? You guessed it 
folks! The little wooden-faced Devo-clone 
himself from the obviously-now-famous 
"Tubeway Army” . Boy, those lyrics I missed on 
teev must’ve been Pretty Heavy! But this guy 
gets Another Centre Spread ! Maggodd! In the 
same week! And it was the same bollocks, too 
— elitist rubbish (maybe the poor lad’s been 
reading Wagner’s Memoirs lately) disguised 
as . . . “obscure twisted /  but hip . . . ”
After that I lace my coffee with whiskey and 
stared at the kitchen cupboard for a-while, 
trying to rationalise it all away as a temporary 
bout of insanity in the journalism world, from 
which they’d recover in time for a review of 
the lads’ first LP, or some big concert. You 
know, the usual backlash. Or maybe a total 
pig would do another interview and rip ’em to 
pieces, like what happened with the Banshees 
a while back. All these things cheered me. 
After all, the disease wasn’t spreading — was 
it? Then, to my horror, I realised that: yes, the
secondhand section of the shop whilst boogie­
ing to Sister Sledge over the shop stereo. Two 
blokes were conversing at the counter whilst I 
managed only to turn up the old “ T. Rex” Fly 
LP — nothing to go bananas over, so I shuffled 
to the counter to go through the singles. They 
were admiring the cover of a new LP with a 
realiv flashy “ Kunstwerk” head-and-shoulders 
cover while I checked out the New Wave box. 
The owner of the shop turned and put the 
record on: a lousy synth drone started up and 
the drums plodded in afterwards, sounding for 
all the world like someone in crepe soled shoes 
walking on brown paper bags filled with hot 
air. Then the vocalist, who seemed to be 
imitating an announcement from the Red 
Brigade in Italy, minus the emotion. Getting 
desperate, I landed on The Damned’s latest 
single, staring at the crazy, loveable cover of 
Captain Sensible signing the Mona Lisa “ Capt. 
Sensible, 1493” . It was cute. The next track 
started. It hit me right between the eyes: it 
was the dreaded “Tubeway Army” . . . they’ve 
got a fucking LP out! I took a longer glance at 
the cover — yes, (groan), it was the singer, 
Gary Norman (I thought he was an Australian 
golf player . . . )looking like The Sphinx (real 
arty, Gary) in a dinner jacket. The LP was 
called “ Profiles” . Christ! Gripping tightly my 
copy of The Damned’s single, I hurried 
through the rest of the singles box, my ears 
fighting the elephantine moans of the music 
emanating from the speakers, only to come 
across (miracle of miracles), in the Hit Chart 
No. 76 sleeve, Skyhooks’ “ Women In Uniform” , 
released on U.A. Praise Allah! I thought to 
myself — MUSIC, Jim ! Good on yer, Michael! I
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C erta in  S ta tions  are c losed at weekends
had any Tubeway Army lookalikes around at 
the time?), there is some good news this 
month. Apart from being so broke I couldn’t 
afford to go to the Roxy Music one-nighter at 
the Hammersmith Odeon (shame shame 
shame, as for me “ Dance Away” must be one 
of Ferry’s best efforts), I have managed to 
catch the occasional bit of Real Music. Irony of 
ironies, one of them was on the selfsame TOTP 
that that unmentionable band was on. It was 
Bowie, .in a truly sensational film clip, doing 
"Boys Keep Swinging” . He came on strong, 
alone in a harshly-lit stage, looking for all the 
world like some updated Johnny Rae 
(remember "The Nabob of Sob?” — the 
"Little Cloud That Cried” ?), moving awk­
wardly and Being Flashy with his Microphone. 
Wait a minute — (I thought) — I always 
considered this a bit of a sendup, but this 
boy’s going right over the top . . . but the fun, 
as they say, had only just begun . . . next in the 
chorus "Boys” chant, we were greeted with 
three questionable beauties, of absurdly 
varying height, dolled up to the nines singing 
That Word then grimacing, like they were sick 
of the fact that The Star was hogging the show 
upstage. After a second time through this 
routine it dawned on me — all three were 
Bowie! (not a bad looker, the ol’ Dave). Well, 
after that, it could only get worse, and as the 
guitar solo started (which as you'd know by 
now takes up the whole second half of the 
song and always gets cut on the radio through 
tight schedules and bored DJ’s), there were 
sequences of all three lookers strutting out 
onto a raised podium, like some fashion show 
gone awfully wrong, confronting the camera
anywhere, though a new single /  LP is due out 
late July, apparently. X Ray Spex seem to have 
disappeared (They’ve been to Australia — 
Ed). Ditto the Banshees, apart from the oc­
casional gala opening. What is worrying is that 
no-one seems to care anymore — that lot have 
‘ already been assigned a nice snug place in the 
dustbin as sort of “ loveable old stagers” . 
Weird. The same with all the interviews with 
the new groups — “Yeah man, I dug punk 
when it was new; it said sumfin’, but sort of 
burned itself out, y’know? I wanna play stuff 
that’s more in line with today and I did at the 
time too” — is the quote that everyone seems 
intent on using. Pulling every punch. Punk 
seems to be like an embarrassing half-mad old 
uncle who the family doesn’t like to talk about 
anymore and is kept locked away in an attic for 
humanitarian reasons but is remembered 
fondly “ as he used to be, before the terrible 
accident” . The most disgusting piece of 
hypocrisy I’ve seen in quite a while was one 
reviewer of a new compilation LP saying how it 
was a pity that some of the stuff had dated so 
bad, yet there was good music to be heard on 
it like The Saints, who unfortunately decided 
to call it a day last year. Christ! They were 
more or less hounded out of contention by 
papers like his! Maybe that’s what happened 
to all those Great Old Bands. They got taken 
over by the media, one way or another and 
drained of every last ounce of point or 
relevance they once had. Sobering thought. 
And here I am writing for another media 
outlet . . . pass me the whiskey; this coffee’s 
suddenly tasting very weak,
— KEITH SHADWICK
1
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As the echoes of the punk rock explosion fade into eternity a 
number of post-punk musical movements have emerged. One 
of the more prominent of these is the electronic rock 
movement which rather than trying to incorporate the syn­
thesiser into a conventional rock format is trying to create its 
own musical format.
In this special report, Clinton Walker traces the develop­
ment of electronic rock from its beginnings with the likes of 
Eno, Kraftwerk and the Residents through to the present rash 
of synthesiser bands in the U.K., the U.S.A. and, yes folks, 
Australia. In fact, the little publicised Australian electronic 
music movement is one of the liveliest in the world. Could 
THIS be the future of rock’n’roll? Plug yourself in, open your 
memory banks and let’s find out, eh?
suppose Brian James really thoug)it 
he’d hit the nail on the head when he 
formed the quasi-psychedelic outfit, 
Tanz Der Youth, after splitting The 
Damned.
Clearly he had interpreted rock’n’roll’s 
development as moving in a circle and, ac­
cepting the punk wave as parallel to 
Beatlemania and the surrounding Pop Ex­
plosion of the early 60s, obviously the next 
step (after the Death of Punk) was going to be 
some kind of movement that equally 
paralleled the psychedelia that bloomed in the 
later 60s. This hypothesis James put into 
practice (via Tanz Der Youth).
Apart from the fact that any rock’n'roll so 
calculatedsim ply could not (a rtis tica lly ) 
succeed. James had erred somewhat. The 
circle he saw rock’n’roll moving in is actually 
more like a spiral, and to merely regenerate 
psychedelia in the late 70s is to disregard the 
fact that it is actually the late 70s, not the late 
60s. The original Jefferson Airplane wouldn't 
feel terribly at home in this day and age; and 
neither were Tanz Der Youth.
Certainly, punk would be superceded 
[eventually), but it wasn’t going to be by 
kaftans, acid and "trans-magic” (as James 
described Tanz Der Youth).
To quote myself, if I may, I said in a review of 
Kraftwerk's "Man Machine” album some nine 
months ago, " . . .  with the making of ‘Low’, he 
David Bowie) started something that became 
bigger than anyone might have anticipated — 
so called ‘New Musick’, to use a term that has 
admittedly, and thankfully, disappeared.
‘ ‘New Musick’ was not a movement as such 
- It was simply a convenient tag under which 
the piess lumped artists who had all of a 
sudden come into favour as a result of the 
post-punk vacuum. Being entirely a creation of 
those other than the artists themselves, the 
roll-call-after-theevent, as it were, con­
sequently included artists of diverse and often 
unrelated ideals. The ‘coldwave’ roster ranged 
from Bowie hi.rriself, and Iggy. to Brian Eno, to 
SioLixsie and the Banshees, to Pere Ubu and 
Devo. to Throbbing Gristle, the Residents and 
Kraftwerk” . ♦
Whatever ‘New Musick’ actually was can’t 
easily bedefined, because it was too-much like 
a package without any contents
a sham in ‘technoflash’ guise. It took someone 
like Eno, who had been working in such a 
direction with Roxy Music up until 1972, to 
afford ‘New Musick’ validity.
Eno actually realised how and why to use 
electronics ‘correctly’ in a rock’n'roll context. 
Rather than simply as a virtual substitute for 
other, more conventional forms of rock’n’roll 
instrumentation, he aproached electronics as 
a whole new ‘device’. Such an approach made 
for innovative results.
Eno's only real contemporaries were the like 
of Kraftwerk (if only because they were totally 
electronic), and other scattered, more minor, 
luminaries.
K raftw erk’s achievements weren’t 
necessarily anything more (or less) than 
Eno’s, or say, Georgio Moroder’s, but their 
delightful sound and ‘attack’ was well nigh 
irresistable. In actual fact another Germanv 
group. Cluster, were probably closer to 
realising the truer employment of electronics 
with an album like "Zuckerzeit” , but they 
faltered too often. (Of course, all this talk 
inevitably leads the the subject of Kraut-rock, 
which I’d wanted to avoid. Not because it ’s 
something I'm scared or ignorant of, but 
because I grant it little validity. Even the much 
revered Can leave me largely unimpressed. 
Most Kraut-rock is nothing better than 
pretentious artiness, like the ‘technoflashers’. 
However, Kraut-rock is a term that makes 
identification easy, so it ’s used widely and 
irresponsibly.)
Nevertheless, the rock’n ’roll aesthetes had 
decided that, after the Death of Punk,-it was 
time tb ‘progress’ (which, of course, was 
selling punk short). And to be ‘progressive’ 
meant to be not only expressionist, as punk 
was considered to be, but also heading 
towards some kind of abstraction.
Most of the critics who embraced, indeed 
conceived ‘New Musick’, were the ones who 
had also championed punk. And when punk 
was in its embryionic stages they were quick 
to say that before it the 70s had produced 
nothing, and that punk was the first real 
(British) movement since the demise of 60s 
greats like the Beatles and the Stones and the 
Who.
They didn’t seem to realise that many of 
these ‘New Musickians’ were working in 1976, 
if not a long time beforehand.
(At the same time, these critics overlooked 
the significance of disco, as an alternative 
movement to punk. In a typically snotty 
fashion, disco was considered to be produc­
tion line music — when, of course, it was some 
of the most innovative, intelligent and dan- 
ceable music being made. And still is!)
Until about 1973 anything that might have 
earned the dubious distinction of being 
dubbed ‘New Musick' was almost undoubtedly
The Resideats bore no relation to any of this 
‘New Musick’ (apart from their all-too-crucial 
relationship with all music), but their inclusion 
here is probably best justified by the fact that 
they were purely studio ‘musicians’, using only 
the devices available at hand in the studio. 
The Residents were originals. They took 
existing musical forms, pulled them apart, and 
put them back together again. Not just 
logically dissecting sounds and ideas, but 
shredding them, ripping music apart across 
its axis, rather than in line with it, and 
allowing the arbitrary pieces to become their 
own, new order (Calling this akin to the 
montage — rule of chance — technique 
originally conceived by the Dadaists in the 
1920’s — would be pompously intellectual, but 
the parallels are there and undeniable.). The 
effect is unsettling and unnerving, ‘scarey’ if 
you will, and if nothing else it affords a new 
perspective.
“Third Reich and Roll”  (perhaps the 
Residents’ creative peak and their definitive 
work, equalled only by "Satisfaction” and “The 
Beatles Play the Residents” /  "The Residents 
Play The Beatles” ) is a nightmare vision of the 
60’s vfhere everything (that was once) 
hallowed is mangled and kicked about like 
Mussolini’s corpse.
The Residents aren’t something simple, or 
something to be taken lightly. They forced 
anyone aware of them into an inescapable 
corner by putting into blatant practice the 
subversive workings of the pop industry.
The Residents predict the Death of 
Rock’n’Roll. The difference between them and 
the lesser precursors of “ New Musick” only 
illustrates the meaninglessness of the term.
If the Residents made the most ‘daring’ “ New 
Musick” , then Eno probably made the most 
accessible and undoubtedly the most com­
mercially successful "New Musick” . A lot of his 
work, like "Taking ’Tiger Mountain (By 
Strategy)” and “ Here Come The Warm Jets” , 
was straight rock'n’roll — all he did was fill 
the spaces differently. And that, in itself, was 
quite an achievement.
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to my mind, Eno's records always lacked 
aSfrtain emotional intensity, however well 
crafted they might have been. Eno’s music is, 
evocative — it merely points towards 
something human. Bowie stepped in and gave 
it jhat element.
“& w ” was as much Eno’s creation as it was 
Bede’s; but Bowie gave the music the kiss of 
lif^hat Eno alone had always lacked. Perhaps 
it i^ s  indeed some sort of coming-of-age. 
“£)w” was released in late 1976, when it was 
uriinimously misunderstood and con­
sequently dismissed. It wasn’t until 1978 that 
it feecame “ New Musick’’ — the Next Big
“^ w  Musick’’ superceded punk briefly, but 
on^until a coherent, new movement had time 
to Consolidate itself. That has now happened 
andtit seems that any group utilising a syn- 
th^iser, calling itself something like Moderne 
Musick Machines, obsessed by 
te^nology and industry, or something, if not 
mc^bid, at least esoteric and ultimately just 
plaf^ dull enough to make it seem like Art, is a 
potential Next Big Thing.
T ^ ' English electronic groups have taken 
"N|yv Musick’ ’ litera lly. They’ve armed 
th^.selves with synthesisers; they’ve put 
the^ heads down and they don’t smile. They 
prajtise to be intellectuals and pretend to be 
in tguch with the real world (which, of course.
IS actually their own science-fiction fantasy) 
All this might be bearable if the movement 
was producing creative and /  or interesting 
results. But it’s not.
One New Musical Express writer — one who 
doesn’t seem to share many of his colleagues’ 
opinions — described it rather un­
ceremoniously as “ the various buzzing, 
bleeping and farting ELP’s in post-punk 
clothing who seem to be trying to, err, 
progress” .
Brian James’ reincarnated psychedelia was 
off the mark, because it was an almost purely 
aesthetic decision, but there was more than an 
element of irony in it. This new wave-length 
seems to bear the same relationship to punk 
that psychedlia bore to the Pop Explosion it 
superceded — it considers itself sophisticated, 
intelligent and inherently superior, in that it ’s 
so much more serious. Unfortunately these 
new English groups are unaware of their own 
naivety. Little do they realise that very soon 
their own hysterical, rhetorical babblings will 
seem as ridiculous as, say, the liner notes on 
13th Floor Elevators’ albums do now.
Too many of these groups, and there is 
a long list of them — Human League, Normal, 
M (who’ve just hit it big with “ Pop Muzik” , 
after their humble beginnings in this field), 
Thomas Leer, Robert Rental, Clokckdva, 
Metabolist, Cabaret Voltaire — have done
nothing but translate ordinary rock’n’roll 
Ideas into electronic terms. As I’ve said, in 
praise of Pere Ubu’s “ Dub Housing” , “To be 
truly progressive requires a change in ap-i 
proach to the core of the m usic .. . rather tfian | 
working around the edges and colouring' 
sound with facile embellishments” .
The influence’s upon these groups are ap­
parent — Kraftwerk, maybe Bowie and Eno, 
the Residents, and their countrymen and 
mentors. Throbbing Gristle, who lend their 
support and encouragement to newer groups.
Unlike the Residents, who consciously take 
aim and shoot to kill. Throbbing Gristle make 
themselves the target, and provoke an attack. 
Even their more ‘musical’ forays are taunting. 
They have no form other than what is 
necessary or inevitable at the moment.
Throbbing Gristle, and their spiritual leader. 
Genesis P. Orridge (name by deed-poll), and 
his whatever-you-want-to-call-her (I wouldn’t 
dare suggest ‘girlfriend’ ), Cosey Fanni Tutti, 
test their audiences’ tolerance. While they 
might easily be dismissed as cheap sen­
sationalists, they’re irrefutably provocative.
It’s said that a Throbbing Gristle per-' 
formance can actually make you physically ill, 
and it was sickness and depression that set in 
after a performance that apparently prompted 
Genesis P. Orridge’s recent suicide attempt.
Throbbing Gristle have made themselves 
unignorable, if only because they dare be 
totally extreme. They’re interesting as a 
pl^nomenon rather than as a ‘group’.
But as yet, none of the newer groups have 
had as much effect as Throbbing Gristle.
David Bowie’s patronage of the Human 
League means little except that maybe his 
taste and judgement are lapsing again 
(considering the mistake he made with Devo).'^ 
Their single, “ Electronically Yours” (op the 
Fast label) is pretentious, verbose, shallow 
and uninventive.
Similarly,.the Normal’s “ Warm Leatherette” , 
while maybe a success in its own right, is 
basically little more than a Kraftwerk clone. 
Only Cabaret Voltaire have made a record 
deserving of any attention — an EP on Rough 
Trade — and then only because of its evident 
potential. It ’s probable that given time and 
money Cabaret Voltaire might fully develop 
^heir ideas.
Otherwise, the English electronic music 
movement presents little threat to the course 
of English rock’n’roll, which is presently 
dominated by the burnt out older guard punk 
wave (Buzzcocks, Magazine, the Ex Pistols, 
the Clash, and the Banshees) who’ve settled 
into safe Stardom.
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No such similar movement seems to have 
reared its (ugly) head in America (even 
though she was home to the earliest pioneer 
electronic rock’n’roll group, the Silver Aples, 
wh"p were active in New York around the same 
time as the Velvet Underground, the Godz and 
theFugs; and then, just last year, the two-man 
group,. Suicide): but if we’re to believe 
everything we’re told, there is an “ avant- 
ga^e” in America, and it ’s represented by the 
album, “ No New York” . Produced by Eno 
himself, it showcases four New York groups —, 
the Contortions, Teenage Jesus and the Jerks, 
Mars and DNA. These groups share a basically 
common approach — it ’s savagely simple. 
Songs are built around repetitive rhythm 
section lines, grating guitars and screeching 
vocals. But it ’s nothing new. It’s got nothing on 
Yoko Ono’s ‘wilder’ stuff, let alone some of the 
exceJIent disco around at the moment.
The whole “ No New York” project reeks of 
pr&tension — it’s uninventive, unfeeling, 
empty and ultimately just plain boring.
If there is an electronic music movement in 
America, like the one in England, it's not easily 
sighted; but in Australia there’s a very 
definite undercurrent that’s very visible if you 
cafe to look.
Tti'' Melbourne, W hirlyw irld  have just^ 
released their debut EP and begun gigging, 
.discontinue their comercial onslaught with
the release of the first of a series of three EP’s, 
the Primitive Calculators are at least gigging, 
and David Chesworth plans to release his 
album, “ 50 Synthesiser Greats” , this month 
(which is another story altogether). In Sydney, 
Voigt 7 465 continue regular gigging after the 
release of their debut single some time ago, 
and SPK have just released their debut EP; 
and in Adelaide Terminal Twist have just 
released their first EP.
Although any connection between any of 
these groups is tenuous to say the least, it may 
indeed exist simply because the groups 
themselves feel a common bond.
Voight/465 illustrate this point. Although 
they’re unlike any of these other Australian 
groups, they’ve aligned themselves with 
them all the same (having done gigs with SPK 
in Sydney, and4"^in Melbourne).
The only description I can make of Voight is to 
compare them with Pere Ubu — like them they 
work with fairly conventional instrumentation 
(still including one synthesiser), in a unique 
way — shifting and disorientating rhythms 
and sounds; aggressive and yet at the same 
time sympathetic. Voight have no fear about 
their experimentation; I can only hope they 
won’t become over-indulgent or to ta lly 
inaccessible.
Their first single, “ State” /  “ A Secret West” , 
is still selling well; hopefully their next one,
probably “ Red Lock On See Steal” (a stand­
out of their set) coupled with “ Voices Of 
Drama” , will do better. (If in fact it ever s#es 
release; as it appears now that the group will 
break up).
Another extraordinary case in this argument 
belongs to_^"^. Probably the only reason for 
their inclusion Irere is their instrumentation — 
two synthesisers, a drum machine, and guitar 
and saxophone. Otherwise, they bear little 
relation to any of these Australian groups, or 
any group for that matter.
_^"^examine the structure of music. They’re 
interested in exposing the various devices 
employed by musicians in the, pursuit of 
‘expression’, a process which they maintain a 
disbelief in.
^iT'^deal in demystification. It’s like this — if 
the Residents have torn down (pop) music 
and left only the r u b b l e , h a v e  stripped it 
bare and left the framework standing.
It’s clinical, and analytical, but still quite 
fascinating.
.^■^work in other areas as well — multi-media 
happenings, film, theatre, printmaking — but 
it’s their music (usually performed by only 
four of their many members, althought their 
female — feminimalist — group appears oc­
casionally) that attracts the most attention. 
Their first EP, “Venetian Rendezvous” , has 
just sold out, although it ’s been reprinted, and
Two more, “ Minimal Music” and “ Nice Noise” , 
remain to be released.
,^^m ay have no contemporaries elsewhere in 
the world, and Voight/465 only groups like 
Pere Ubu, but there are groups m Australia 
who could very easily slot into movements 
already existing in England and America.
The first time the Primitive Calculators 
played they were just like punk plus a syn­
thesiser, but since then they’ve developed 
considerably.
Their synthesised drums have been replaced 
by a drum machine (and player!), and the 
remaining bass /  guitar /  synthesiser com­
bination has become more cohesive and 
adventurous.
They’ve obviously done the ir required 
listening, but it ’s worked to their advantage 
rather than detriment — a lot of their material 
is not dissimilar to the “ No New York” style, 
but it ’s made palatable by a sincerity and lack 
of pretension.
Although they’re limited by their own 
technical capabilities, they still manage to 
produce inteeresting results. (Included in 
their set is a version of “The Beat Goes On” , 
which makes Eric Gradman’s look as pointless 
as it really is.)
(Continued page 23)
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In 1972 Todd hit the Australian singles 
Top 40 with the classic ballad “ I saw the 
Light” which was regarded as one of 
those ‘‘one hit wonders” . But prior to 
this in his own country Todd had earned 
much respect from the American critics 
with his late sixties pop band ‘‘The
Nazz” . With this band of fellow 
unknowns he made three albums as lead 
guitarist-vocalist-songwriter. The most 
memorable of Nazz’s works was the 
single ‘‘Hello, it‘s Me!” which was later 
re-recorded on Todd’s third solo album 
“Something-Anything” . After splitting 
“The Nazz” in 1970 Todd recorded two 
solo albums in as many years. The first 
“The Runt” was later rereleased in the 
U.S., though the second album ‘‘The 
Ballad of Todd Rundgren” is still very 
much a collectors item. Both of these 
went largely unnoticed by the American 
public and Todd’s career as a solo artist 
looked grim until the release of his third 
album, the aforementioned “ Something- 
Anything.”
Often said to be the runt’s magnum- 
opus, this double album is a sheer delight. It 
produced two classic singles “ I Saw the Light” 
and the re-worked “ Hello, it ’s Me!’’, and a 
showcase of brilliant ballads and rockers, 
witness songs such as “ It Wouldn’t Have 
Made Any Difference” , “ Cold Morning Light” 
and “ Sweeter Memories" and see what I 
mean, these songs are still some of his most 
requested in concert.
Following hot on the heels of “ Something - 
Anything” , was the bizarre “ A Wizard, A True 
Star’’which was basically one long suite 
composed of twenty three short, clever pop 
songs. The most outstanding of these were 
“ International Feel” and the then concert 
finale, “ Just One Victory” . Once again the 
instrumentation was superb but not credited, 
though it is known that most instruments 
were played by Todd himself (clever little lad 
eh?). 1973 also saw the release of “Todd” , 
another double album of high standard 
although definitely not of the calibre of 
“Something - Anything” . At this stage Todd 
had begun his multi-colour hair trip and the 
album’s cover photograph displays it in four 
colour glory. “Todd” is a most important 
album in that it harked what was to come from 
the old balladeer. There are some beautiful 
melodies on the album such as The Last 
Ride" and “ A Dream Lives on Forever” , yet 
mixed in amongst them are the electronic
wizardries of “The Spark of Life" and 
“Sidewalk Cafe” . It also produced the classic 
“Heavy Metal Kids” with the best pre-safety 
pin punk lyrics imaginable:
“ 1 watch society crumble and I just laugh 
They soon will see what its like to be the other 
half
Go ahead and poison all the water, use up all 
the air
Blow your stupid heads off, see if I could care 
Put me down but don’t blame me for what you 
did
‘Cause inside everyone is a Heavy Metal Kid.”
On “Todd” backing musicians such as the 
Brecker Brothers on horns were used and 
John Siegler, Moogy Klingman and Ralph 
Shuckett who went on to join the first Utopia 
line-up.
1974 saw the formation of Todd Rundgren’s 
Utopia, a techno-flash Cecil B. de Mille’s style 
production comprising one guitarist-vocal, one 
bassist, one drummer, and three keyboard 
players. The first Utopia album is generally 
considered pretentious but I’ll leave it to your 
own judgement. For my money the title track 
is one of his best instrumental achievements, 
complex yet accessible. “ Utopia” was also the 
first of Todd’s infamously long albums. This 
record goes for over sixty-two minutes, which 
is, good value by most album standards, but 
unfortunately it is not all quality Todd Run­
dgren. Side Two, the epic “The Ikon” , is a long 
winded and dare I say it, verging on what most 
critics call “ self-indulgence” .
This self titled album was followed by 
“Another Live Utopia” which was recorded on 
the 1974 U.S. tour. A good album all round 
featuring excellent musicianship but not quite 
as notable as many of his works. An in­
teresting live verson of “ Somethings Coming” , 
a song from the soundtrack of West Side Story 
(it was different, anyway!), is included as is 
the old Movie classic “ Do Ya” which recently 
was rehashed by Jeff Lynne with E.L.O.
To say that Todd Rundgren is one of rock’s 
more prolific songwriters is a gross un­
derstatement. Utopia had released two 
albums now so Todd decided to do it on his 
own again without actually disbanding the 
group. Thus in 1975 Todd released 
“ Initiation", another incredibly long album. 
Side Two is totally dispensable just like the 
first Utopia album,beinga longwank called “ A 
Treatise on Cosmic Fire” , but side one is 
superb. For “ Initiation” Todd called on the 
assistance of such notables as Dave Sanborn, 
Edgar Winter and Rick Derringer and the 
entire first side smacks of class musicianship. 
Songs such as “ Real Man” , “ Death of Rock 
and Roll” and the title track are Todd classics 
despite the fact that the album did very poorly 
saleswise.
At this stage of his career Todd was still 
performing to more or less a dedicated cult 
following, though this following was extensive 
enough to warmly receive his concerts all over 
America. He was also experimenting in 
producing other acts such as Grand Funk and 
a sensational new New York band, the New 
York Dolls, His prod.uction was not exactly all 
that was expected though and was slagged 
mercilessly in the press.
1976 saw the release of another solo album 
“Faithful” . Aptly named, side one consisted 
of faithful renditions of old sixties classics, 
everything from Dylan to the Beatles and from 
Hendrix to the Yardbirds, but the song which 
worked particularly well was the Beach Boys 
“Good Vibrations” which became a moderate 
single success for him statewide. These songs 
were obviously recorded to show off his own 
production skills. Side Two was definitely 
“Faithful’s" forte and contains some of Todd’s 
best compositions, especially the intensely 
cynical “ The Meaning of the Verb to Love” . 
“Faithful" featured most of the line up which 
was to go on and become Utopia Mark II and 
their power can be seen in the vitriolic attack 
on fast foods, “ Boogies (Hamburger Hell)” , 
and “ Black and White” .
In 1977 two superb rock albums were 
released by Utopia, “ Ra” and ’’Oops! Wrong 
Planet!” Both featured Roger Powell on 
keyboards (who toured Australia with 
Bowie), Kasim Sulton on bass and John 
“Willie” Wilcox on percussion. This was 
Todd’s best band up to date, and in fact he still 
uses them on tour.
“Ra” is one of Todd’s finest moments. His 
guitar playing is more spectacular than ever 
before and is complimented well by Powell’s 
innovative synthesizer work. Roger Powell is 
such an accomplished student of Keyboard 
electronics that he has recently designed his 
own synthesizers, including a portable synth, 
lighter in weight and construction than any 
previous Moogs or A.R.P.’s! The “ piece de 
resistance” of “ Ra” is definitely "Hiroshima” 
one of the heaviest songs Rundgren has ever 
written. Not only heavy musically, but rnore^ 
importantly, lyrically, as he attacks his own 
country for the brutal mass murder at both 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki in 1945:
‘‘Harry, Harry give ’em hell, give ’em hell one 
time again
We’ll show those Axis powers how to make an 
oven — Fry them!
Blood wasted saving face...
...We'll teach the yellow-peril 
this is Christian mercy!
The church’s hypocrisy also comes under fire 
in "Trapped” from “Oops! Wrong planet!” 
when Todd viciously proclaims:
“ Brother John saw visions of God 
So they put him in chains for acting too odd 
As the crowd shouted Off with his head’
The Priest said Have mercy, let’s burn him 
instead.’ “
Both these albums featured outsanding
musicianship and proved Utopia was more 
than a vehicle for Todd’s techno-flash ego. 
Compositions by other members of the band 
feature heavily as well as vocals being shared 
four ways. If “Something - Anything” was the 
high point of Todd’s ballad writing then both 
“ Ra” and “ Oops!” mark the climax of Todd the 
“progressive rocker” or whatever label' you 
care to file his Utopia works under. Classics 
such as “ Jealousy” , “ Love in Action” , 
“Communion with the Sun” and ’’The Martyr” 
all exemplify this.
Last year Todd Rundgren released yet 
another solo album, “ Hermit of Mink Hollow” 
which is probably well known due to the top 40 
success of the single “Can we still be Friend- 
s?” . Cn this album Todd chose once again to 
play all instruments and do all the vocals 
himself (He even went so far as to produce 
and make his pwn film clips!) It’s a fine album, 
in the vein of “ Something - Anything” and his 
earlier works, although “Totally Cut of Con­
trol” sounds very reminiscent of the previous 
two Utopia sets.
In December ’78 the double live album “ Back 
to the Bars” was released. Recorded on his 
most recent American tour it reflects Todd’s 
present reversal to the introspective songs of 
the early days plus a few of the rockers such as 
“Black and White”  and Utopia’s “ Love in 
Action” . Some of his best songs are 
represented on “ Back to the Bars” and at 
times a personal side to the performer is 
exhibited in contrast to the elaborate stage 
props and lighting effects of the Utopia shows. 
Now the music is forced to hold its own amidst 
Todd’sverbal interplay with the audience. His 
solo performances in “Cliche” (on accoustic 
guitar) and “A dream goes on forever” (on 
piano) are fitting examples of his own ability 
as a singer-songwriter. Backed at times by 
vocalists as wide ranging as Steve Nicks from 
Fleetwood Mac (remember them?) to Daryl 
Hall from Hall and Dates, this is definitely a 
more commercial style of Todd.
The career of Todd Rundgren spans a long 
time of recording yet success and recognition 
on a large scale are only relatively new to him. 
Grossly underrated as both a musician and 
songwriter, he has been constant in his output 
despite frequent critical put-downs.
Recently Todd has put aside his own projects 
for awhile and concentrated on consolidating 
his reputation as a producer, a reputation 
which was brought about by his work on 
Meatloaf’s “ Bat Cut Df Hell” . Since that 
album he has done Hall and Dates’ “ Along the 
Red Edge” , the Tom Robinson Band’s second 
album TRB Two, the Patti Smith Group’s 
“Wave” , the Tubes “ Rem«te Control” and is 
currently working on the second Meatloaf 
album (wowee!) As a producer his work is 
astounding, but he could easily be accused of 
over influencing a band with his own sound. 
Regardless of these productions it is really as 
a musician and songwriter that Todd excells, 
and we’ve got thirteen albums to prove that!
—Goose.
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THE HEAVENS EXPLODE 
AND REVEAL 
JOHN MCLAUGHLIN
. OM, OM, OM. OM, OM, OM, OM. OM, OM 
I chant over the telephone. Geez it’s 
hard enough getting a telephone line into 
Paris let alone coping with cosmic 
disturbances. But then I hear another 
OM, OM, OM crackling through the line. 
YES WE HAVE LIFT OFF OPERATOR”. 
John'McLaughlin and I have connected 
and are grooving on the same cosmic 
wavelength. This is a very moving 
moment and an exciting milestone in my 
life — my higher life that is.
And dig this. CBS are paying for the 
phonecall. The vibe must really, be getting 
around. The tightest record company in the 
whole uncosmic universe usually won’t pay for 
a local phone call let alone twenty minutes to 
Paris.
Anyway, John is resting in Paris and 
spiritually getting the ole head together before 
returning to New York and planning his 
Australian trip. And yes, he’s bring more than 
his head. His band includes electric violinist L. 
Shanker, bassist and vocalist Fernando 
Saunders, keyboards player Stu Goldberg, 
percussionist Alyrio Lima Cova.and drummer 
Tony Smith. McLaughlin is playing electric and 
acoustic guitars. Collectively they’re called 
The One Jruth Band.
According to the press release McLaughlin 
"will be showcasing his latest innovation, an 
electric guitar in which the area between the 
frets has been scalloped in concave semi­
circles allowing the pitch of the strings to be 
changed by pushing down on them as well as 
by pulling them sideways. Few people could 
have had the insight or even the technique 
necessary to master the complicated method 
required in developing this, but McLaughlin 
does and adds yet another dimension to his 
playing.’’
Hmm, pretty fucking fascinating. What’s a 
concave semi-circle and this business about 
pushing and pulling? All I care about is how it
sounds but you might be interested in my new 
typewritingtechnique. I’ve hollowed out every 
second key by pushing just a little harder 
on the bottom left hand quarter of the key 1 
manage a very innovative style of typing. I 
pioneered it because I’m the only one with the 
necessary technical expertise and its use 
should be obvious as you read his article. Us 
technical innovators have our own LEVEL OF 
COMMUNICATION ya know.
Back to the story. McLaughlin established 
his reputation playing guitar with Miles Davis 
on Davis’ seminal jazz rock albums, ‘‘Bitches 
Brew” and ‘‘In a Silent Way” , albums that had 
far reaching effects on musicians flirting with 
amalgamations of jazz and rock forms. On his 
soon to be released new album McLaughlin 
pays tribute to Davis on a track simply called 
“Miles Davis” . He describes it as “ a 
dedication to a very, very important influence 
in my life. It’s an attempt to sum up my feeling 
for him.”
Then there’s John Coltrane who McLaughlin 
has cited as THE biggest influence on his life. 
Yep, even more than Sri Chinmoy. McLaughlin 
explained: ‘‘I began listening to Coltrane 
when I was fifteen years old. That was 22 
years ago and he’s influenced me from then to 
now. I have some tapes of him recorded live in 
1965 and that is some of the greatest music 
I’ve ever experienced. I never saw him play 
but a friend of mine here in France has some 
video’s of him in concert which I sometimes 
look at when I’m here.
“ I became interested in Indian music through 
hearing Coltrane and he inspired my own 
philsophical investigations. He represented 
the best in music and philosophy. He was the 
only man in the West who successfully became 
a great human being through philosophical 
searches. He realised that there is no division 
between religion and art. They don’t teach 
*:hat in the West. They try and say that they 
are two separate things. Coltrane was a whole 
man. There are very, very few like'him.” 
iVicLaughlin no longer follows a particular 
doctrine. Although he considers his five years
with Sri Chinmoy valuable he prefers to follow 
a non-partisan way. He gets equal blasts from 
reading, Buddha, Ramakrishna or the Western 
Bible because fundamentally there’s no dif­
ference in their teachings (as far as he’s 
concerned). And what’s so funny about 
harmony, spirituality and devotion anyway? 
You think I’m joking? Cynics.
Science, religion and art now sum up where 
McLaughlin’s interests lie. They’re all in 
terdependent: ‘ ‘You can’t have beauty 
without truth because that is false and truth 
without beauty is dull” he explains. He’s also 
interested in the science of mathematics and 
considers that applying that to music is 
essential. So do I. He correctly realises that 
you can’t have one without the other.
“ I'm specifically interested in working with 
harmony again. I’m going to be using the 
electric guitar from now on because I’m 
fundamentally a Western musician and I want 
to apply the fruits of my spiritual labour to my 
music” said McLaughlin.
He says that the Australian tour will find The 
One Truth Band vibing on some of his most 
recent compositions, some Shakti 
(McLaughlin’s previous band) music and 
probably one piece from the days of the 
Mahavishni Orchestra — in the humble 
opinion of the writer McLaughlin’s most ex­
citing post-Davis band, NB "Inner Mounting 
Flame” and "Birds of Fire” .
Jazz critic Robert Palmer has argued that 
“ Iner Mounting Flame” was even more in­
fluential in terms of jazz /  rock developments 
than "Bitches Brew” : "Initially McLaughlin’s 
new sound induced a kind of future shock. 
There had been plenty of long, loud guitar 
solos in rock since the emergence of the San 
Francisco bands, and plenty of electric 
guitarists in jazz. But McLaughlin was playing 
long solos with melodic and harmonic sub­
stance, not repetitiously juggling blues scales, 
and he was playing through a bank of am­
plifiers with his volume controls turned up. 
Miles Davis had been the first important jazz 
musician to feature ensemble improvisations
on electric instruments, but it was McLaughlin 
who realized that the new technology 
demanded the development of new musical 
forms and new instrumental ap­
proaches . . .  .For all its innovative im­
portance, "Bitches Brew” was often turgid, 
congested. McLaughlin went back to an 
earlier jazz device, the idea of soloists trading 
two and four bar statements. And rather than 
allow for spontaneous interplay, he spiced his 
compositions with predetermined unison riffs 
•and well rehearsed counterpoint.
McLaughlin’s most recent Australian record 
release, “ Electric Guitarist” , recalls the in­
spired playing of the Mahavishnu Orchestra. 
It’s also a veritable ‘Who’s who’ of con­
temporary jazz rock, boasting the talents of 
Chick Corea, Jack Bruce, Stanley Clarke, 
David Sanborn, Jack DeJohnette, Devadip 
Carlos Santana, Billy Cobham, Jerry Goodman 
and Alphonso Johnson. A supersession that 
works. The track “ Do You Hear the Voices 
That You Left Behind?” is dedicated to 
Coltrane.
As a last question I pull out stock interview 
stop gap. What did you think of Australia 
when you were here in 1973? "Well I found 
the people very warm but I was left with one* 
unpleasant souvenir. The Australian airlines 
wouldn’t let me play my cassette recorder on 
the planes. They claimed that it interrupts the 
airplanes instruments but I showed them 
documents which said that although radios do 
effect planes, cassette recorders don’t but 
they wouldn’t believe me. It was very 
frustrating, especially on long flights. We 
couldn’t even use headphones. I hope things 
aren’t that bad this time.”
With that he CM’ed off into the Paris night. 
Technique aside- he is frequently one of the 
most emotionally inspiring guitarists working 
in the rock idiom and is probably worth 
checking out. CM, CM, CM, CM, CM. As one 
well known critic was heard to mutter — 
Beware of musicians who go CM in the dark.
—STUART COUPE.
S yd n ey*
Peter Nelson, where are you? (Peter, 
one of PR’s Sydney correspondents, is 
visiting his auntie in Greenland this 
month) This is your territory — why 
couldn’t you have done this? Instead of 
me, whose reputation in these parts of 
Sydney is already such that it requires no 
further degeneration.
Ever since I awarded Radio Birdman a less- 
than-ecstatic review some years ago. I've been 
a marked man as tar as they and their 
periphery are concerned. And to undertake 
this project — criticially assessing the Visitors
P 0^
arid the Lipstick Killers — is to surely sign my 
death-warrant, it indeed I’m considered 
something worth bothering about (which I 
don’t doubt I'm not) (Huh? — Ed.)
The simple tact ot the matter is that I never 
liked Radio Birdman much, and the groups 
they acted as mentors to were worse. I said so, 
and tor my trouble I got hated. I lost a lot of 
friends and doubtless the piece you’re about 
to read will lose me more. (Why anyone takes 
criticism to heart, I don’t know.)
So I must admit, I went to the Civic ex­
pecting the worse, and although I would've 
liked to have been pleasantly surprised, I
wasn’t.
The Lipstick Killers took the stage, though, 
and one thing was immediately apparent; that 
this was a ‘professional outfit’ — gone was the 
lack of discipline that existed in the Psycho 
Surgeons, not to mention Filth (whom the 
Lipstick Killers evolved from). That this
professionalism amounted to something very 
contrived didn’t seem to be a consideration, 
however.
Pete Tillman, now long-haired, stood centre- 
stage and did his level best to appear 
simultaneously bored and contemptuous of 
his audience. ‘Theatrics’ are well and good, I 
suppose, if they’re relevant, but the projection 
of this kind of image just doesn’t ring true 
these days. Times change, y’know, but the 
Lipstick Killers don’t seem to have noticed.
I suppose we’ll always have to bear the 
perennial ‘macho man’ — most of the Lipstick 
Killers’ songs were concerned with ‘making 
their babies feel good’ / ’all day long’ — but 
the least we might expect is that he be set 
against a new backdrop. Not so here.
Each and every Lipstick Killers song 
sounded like the Stooges (circa ‘I Got A 
Right’ ) -  admittedly tight and defty executed, 
but any kudos gained in that respect is lost in 
the pointlessness of the whole exercise. Why 
not just go home and listen to Stooges 
records? I still do, as I do the MC5, the Doors, 
the Music Machine, the Standells, and 
whoever else you care to mention, and that 
itself is enough to render regressive im itators, 
ike the Lipstick Killers, redundant.
And it’s not that all I want to hear these days 
is disco or the ‘avant garde’ ; I’d never leave 
myself open to accusations ot such snottiness.
I love rock’n’roll as much as the next man; 
even when it’s totally lacking in invention, it 
can still be exciting if it ’s emotional and 
honest
But it was the Lipstick Killers’ non-origmal 
material that really pointed to their 
inadequacies. When they covered Them’s “ I 
Can Only Give You Everything” , it was the 
difference between feeling musicians who 
mean what they say and insensitive 
musicians who exploit a song like this only to 
promote their own vision ot themselves: and 
with the Chocoloate Watch Band’s “ Let's Talk 
About Girls” , musicians who are celebrating a 
new-found freedom and release, and 
musicians who would dearly like to recapture 
that feeling, after it's long gone. Of course, the 
Lipstick Killers fall into the latter category in 
both cases, and these areas - real sensitivity 
and a real hunger — are areas in which
credibility is essential for a group of this 
nature to survive.
It all might have been amusing, if only it 
wasn’t so pathetic.
The Visitors could’ve been something 
better, considering the amount of experience 
they have, but they too don’t seem to have 
learnt.
Although Radio Birdman are long gone, their 
spirit is still alive and well — the Civic was 
littered with Birdman paraphernalia — and 
within the Visitors there seems to be a real 
attempt to recapture that former ‘glory’.
The Visitors’ pretensions weren’t as ob­
viously stated as the Lipstick Killers’, as they 
know they’re idols, and they feed off that 
adulation.
Unlike the Lipstick Killers, whose musicial 
reference point is the Stooges, the Visitors 
have taken their cue from something like the 
Doors’ “ La Woman” , which certainly makes it 
a more ‘musical’ proposition, be that good or 
bad.
Deniz Tek has attained some status as a 
guitar-hero, which I find hard to understand — 
his playing doesn’t seem to have changed 
much at all over the past few years. It is still 
largely pedestrian and unimaginative, and in 
no way technically stunning. Ron Keeley 
handles his drumming demands competently, 
if unspectacularly, as always, but Pip Hoyle 
was the only Visitor whose playing I found 
‘attractive’ at all — in a quiet, unassuming 
fashion he contributed keyboard lines that, 
while not being brilliant, were enough to 
colour the songs and occasionally lift them 
somewhat.
Still, the Visitors were far from being 
engaging listening. Their songs were real 
comic-book material — like their promotional 
posters — which is fine as long as no-one takes 
it seriously. What’s disturbing is the fact that 
the group, and certainly the audience, do seem 
to take it seriously.
Buttoned to the neck in all-black, the 
Visitors strut around the stage, pouting, trying 
to look as menacing as possible, when in actual 
fact they come on like cream-puffs.
Ultimately, they were just as boring as the 
Lipstick Killers. I can’t detail their effect any 
further, because the whole affair was so 
depressing I left early. The party was a lot 
more fun anyway . . .
I just dread to think what the Other Side are 
like.
It’s up to you now, Peter. I can’t afford to say 
anything else.
— CLINTON WAuKER
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T. HEADS: 
CRISP AND 
ELEGANT
Talking Heads’ two monumentally 
brilliant concerts at Sydney’s - State 
Theatre confirmed my opinion of them as 
one of the greatest bands playing in the 
world today. In every way, the per­
formances were as near perfect as any 
1’v‘e seen. Not the sort of fossilised 
perfection dished out by Dylan last year, 
but living, vital music presented 
supremely well.
I should know better than- to take notice of 
rock writers in daily papers, but when one 
writes that Talking Heads are 'the most boring 
act’ even seen in Australia, and says of their 
music that ‘it's not rock’n'roU', I have to weep 
with anger and despair. Let's get this straight.
We all know that the term ‘new wave’ covers 
a lot ot musical styles, but three things that 
characterise new wave music are in­
ventiveness, wit, and rejection of the moronic 
formula ravings of old wave rock’n'roll.
One of the clearly identifiable strands within 
the original New York New Wave was a kind of 
elegantly simple, absolutely crisp and clear 
rhythmic musical style exemplified by two 
bands. Television and Talking Heads. It 
seemed to me that they gene; ated the newest, 
most original, distictive sound of any of those 
CBGB bands, and promised the most for the 
future. After two excellent albums, the second 
horribly underrated. Television split with the 
sort of whimsical excuse only possible for a 
new wave band (it was a full moon).
That left Talking Heads, and we should thank 
our lucky stars that it did. The debut “Talking 
Heads ’77“ album showed miles of promise 
but was marred by poor production. The 
second, “ More Songs About Buildings And 
Food” , realised that promise beyond anyone’s 
expectations. It is an undoubted masterpiece 
of the New Wave and, not only for what it is, 
but also what it represents, among my very 
favorable discs ever.-Of course, Brian Eno 
produced and played on “ More Songs” , which 
led many, including myself, to speculate about 
what the band would be like on stage, sans 
Eno. Without his guiding hand, and fills and 
textures, would they measure up to their 
recorded genius?”
At the StateTheatre all fears were instantly 
dispelled. The band took the stage in modern 
street clothes, unassuming and attractive. The 
lighting was almost exclusively white and was 
starkly effective. From the moment 
singer /  writer /  guitarist David Byrne opened 
his mouth it was clear that his recorded voice 
is realiv his own. strong, clear and incredibly 
interesting, sometimes barking, shrieking, 
babbling, like all aspects of the music, so 
wonderfully textured. Husband and wife 
rhythm section, Tina Weymouth on bass and 
Chris Frantz on drums, laid down a crisp, 
syncopated backing for Byrne and Jerry 
Harrison, who divided his time between guitar 
and synthesiser. The music isn't about con­
ventional melodies or solos, it ’s about tex­
tures, crispness. The band is a true ensemble 
of musicians, all essentially involved in 
amazingly tight rhythm playing. Byrne’s
scratchy guitar is an absolute joy, jangly and 
short, occasionally demented.
The band played for an hour and a half each 
night, working through several songs from the 
first album, virtually all from the second and 
five songs from the third album now nearly 
completed. The new songs have elegantly 
simple titles like “Air” , “ Paper” , “ Memories” , 
“Heaven” and “ Electric Guitar” , and I’d say 
seem to have a bit more raunch than the older 
stuff without in any way compromising the 
aforementioned clarity and texture. The new 
album promises to be an absolute killer. I 
cannot wait. Finishing with a version of 
“Psychokiller” which makes the one on record 
sound like a joke by comparison, the band 
returned for two encores, “ Take Me To The 
River” and “Thank You For Sending Me An 
Angel” .
The concerts weren’t of the ‘get up and 
boogie, lay ’em in the aisles’ sort, but anyone 
who infers from that that the Heads were 
boring is a first class fuckwit. They were 
sublime.
The promoters, Kevin Jacobsen Concert 
Promotions and Michael Edgely International, 
must be thanked for bringing this band. I 
guess some people would say it was a 
courageous act. It’s obvious now that it was 
good business sense and a great service to the 
public. The choice of the State as Sydney 
venue is also praiseworthy.
But most of all, thanks to the Talking Heads. 
Don’t dilly dally with that new record.
— PETER PAGE
SPARKS
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What better place to start than at the 
beginning: What is a film column doing 
in ‘Austra lia ’s independent music 
paper'? The answer—from where I sit, at 
least—is that rock and films, at their 
most effective, share a common belief 
and vision. If you have been moved by 
the music of the Clash, John Otway and 
Wild Willy Barrett, David Johansen or 
Bruce Springsteen, it’s likely you’ve 
experienced similar reactions to Martin 
Scorsese’s “ Mean Streets’ ’ or 
Bertolucci’s “ 1900’’ or Woody Allen’s 
“Annie Hall’’.
currently receiving the ‘royal hype’ treatment.
In other words, there's an exciting new 
crop of filmmakers (Scorsese, Bertolucci 
and Allen plus the likes of Werner Herzog, Lina 
Wertmuller, Francis Coppola, Wim Wenders 
and Paul Schrader) whose film statements are 
closer to the rock'n’roll spirit — rebellion 
against conservatism, sentimentality bland­
ness and timidity — than any number of new 
albums by Jay Ferguson, Toto, Bob Welch, Bee 
Gees, LRB ad nauseam.
Thus, if you demand some impact and ar­
tistic commitment from the rock music you 
listen to, it only stands to reason that you'll be 
more rewarded by the latest Robert De Niro 
screen performance than the latest Boston 
performance.
GET OUT YOUR HANDKERCHIEFS: This is 
the type of movie that is invariably described 
as “ the sort of film that only the French can 
make’’—which may be another way of saying 
how stereotyped the French film industry has 
become over the past ten years. Dealing with 
a relatively taboo subject—the sexual 
awakening of a thirteen year old youth and the 
macho impotence of the adult male—the 
strength of this Academy Award winning film 
(Best Foreign Film, 1979) lies with the 
warmth and honesty with which the subject 
matter is pursued. But it proceeds 
with all the vigour of a wet sock. The camera 
moves so slowly over its settings you get the 
impression that the director, Bertrand Blier, 
aware of the delicate nature of the film’s 
theme, equates haste with vulgarity. As a 
consequence, the film is seriously flawed in 
that it continually labours the point; in the 
process, delicacy turns to gaucherie and 
frivolity to farce.
THE DEER HUNTER: The history of "The 
Deer Hunter” is turning out to be strikingly 
similar to the war from which it takes its 
central theme. In the begining the Vietnam 
war was generally regarded as a com­
mendable, honourable affair and if, at times, it 
caused us discomfort, in the end the ex­
perience would prove to be a worthy one. 
Some time later, we saw that the war was a lie, 
a sham.
be heard which are calling “The Deer Hunter” 
a lie, a sham. There is no doubting that 
director, Michael Cimino, has created a 
stunningly imaginative and daring piece of 
cinema but despite its visual impact and the 
efforts of actors, Robert De Niro and 
Christopher Walken in particular, the film 
possesses a dark heart. It portrays the 
Vietcong as sneering, coldblooded sadists and 
the Americans as virtuous patriots, who 
despite the war’s toll on their physical and 
emotional health, never question their 
country’s presence in Vietnam. As such, the 
film is as disingenuous as your standard John 
Wayne western wherein the noble cowboy 
battles the savage, despicable Indian. 
Someday a filmmaker will tell the real story. 
THE WARRIORS: Despite its failings the 
insidious polemics being the most con­
cerning—“The Deer Hunter” is still a striking 
piece of cinema, alive with the rhythm of an 
artist pursuing his own (albeit flawed) con­
ception. “ The Warriors” , vyith a far less in­
sidious message, has none of that rhythm. 
The struggle on the screen, between gangs of 
youths in modern day New York, is nothing 
compared to the film’s struggle for unity and 
flow. The dialogue is so hamfisted that 
whenever it intrudes on the action the viewer 
is immediately reminded of the implausibility 
of the entire scenario; and the attempts at 
social comment are so awkward and contrived 
that you ache for a return to the film’s head­
splitting violence.
once wrote that the detective story “ is usually 
gbout murder and hence lacks the element of 
uplift” . Neil Simon’s “ The Cheap Detective” is 
certainly about murder (six in the opening 
sequence alone) yet that “ element of uplift” 
remains as everpresent as the murders 
themselves. The film, of course, is a send- 
up....and a wonderful one at that. Essentially, 
the film combines the storylines of two of 
Humphrey Bogart’s most famous movies, “The 
Maltese Falcon” and “Casablanca” (with 
occasional references to half a dozen or so 
other Bogart films, including the “ If you want 
me, just whistle” scene from “To Have and 
Have Not” ; and constant references to the 
writing of Chandler and Dashiell Hammett, 
author of The'Maltese Falcon), Like all good 
detective fiction, the film’s plot soon becomes 
a spider’s web of confusion, with characters 
and themes' appearing and disappearing 
(usually fatally) at apparent random. 
Naturally, by the end, Falk /  Bogart has solved 
the mystery and, in an inversion of the 
“ Casablanca” ending, gets the girl.
Rarely are such blatant parodies as suc­
cessful as “The Cheap Detective” ; usually the 
filmmaker is too intent on reworking in­
dividual scenes or motifs and ignores the 
film ’s overall balance and consistency, 
resulting in a hodge-podge of disjointed 
images. (As was the case with Mel Brook’s 
homage to Hitchcock, “ High Anxiety”
For that reason, we begin, with this issue, a 
regular film feature in which I’ll attempt to 
throw some light on contemporary films and 
the filmmakers behind them. And we’re glad 
to have you along for the ride...
A feature which the film industry shares 
with the music industry is an unending 
capacity for'hype. With this initial column I’d 
Jike to take a brief look at four films which are
Upon its release, “The Deer Hunter” was 
heralded as a bold, honest film 
from all sides: from the industry (multi 
Academy Award Winner); from the critics 
(one local reviewer went so far as calling it the 
greatest anti-war film since Jean Renoir’s 
La Grande Illusion) and from the movie-going 
public (who are still flocking to see it).
Yet there are now a few voices beginning to
See “ The Warriors” if you must, if 
'jnly for the fact that it is the 
culmination of a great American film 
tradition which has evolved over half a cen­
tury of gangster, western and war movies: 
that of the outcast/hero struggling for 
Survival in enemy territory.
THE CHEAP DETECTIVE: Raymond
Chandler, the doyen of crime fiction writers.
With “The Cheap Detective” however, 
confusion is central to its strength and as such 
any weaknesses in form are easily assimilated 
into the necessarily obtruse nature of the 
murder mystery plot. In other words, it might 
be as technically flawed as “ High Anxiety” but 
becase of the barely fathomable storyline, who 
can tell? In which case, kudos to the film­
makers!
—Wayne Elmer.
R A Y M O N D  C H A N D L E R  A N D  T H E  JESUS OF CO O L
Popular culture has always obsessed 
itself with “ Cool’’. What designates 
something or someone as cool remains 
uncertain. It may be in the way you wear 
a leather jacket (Marlon Brando), the 
way you smoke a cigarette (Humphrey 
Bogart) or even your drug consumption 
(Keith Richards). It seems that 
irrespective of what you so long as you
do it with style you’re guaranteed a 
placing in the coolness sweepstakes.
Prior to the advent of the transistor 
radio and television, media which made the 
provision and absorption of cool-possessing 
personalities both convenient and 
unavoidable, popular culture resided in the 
dime store novel and the “ pulp” magazine. 
The Western world, still reeling from the ef­
fects of the Great Depression, did as it always 
has in times of economic uncertainty — it 
demanded escapism in its popular culture. 
Thus the news-stands and bookstores of the 
1930‘s became proliferated with the historical 
romance, the science fiction /  fantasy saga 
and the detective story. In 1933, a bespec­
tacled oil company executive, himself a victim 
of the Great Depression, turned his energies 
to eliminating the stigma attached to “ pulp” 
writing and more specifically the detective 
story. His name was Raymond Chandler and 
up to the time of his death in 1959, Chandler 
succeeded in stretching the parameters of the 
genre to unprecedented limits whilst 
simultaneously creating one of the most 
durable characters in the catalogue of coo l- 
private eye, Philip Marlowe.
The detective story by its very nature must 
concern itself with violence — a corpse is as 
necessary to a detective story as a ghost is to a 
haunted house. Unfortunately, this 
inescapable fact has led the detective story to 
be deemed bereft of literary value by the 
critical fraternity. Chandler largely escapes 
any such criticism by concerning himself and 
his hero with the physical and emotional 
environments /  events that caused the
murder(s) rather than their solution. 
Violence then, is not the “ bread-and-butter” 
of Chandler’s stories, but rather an almost 
incidental event around which to frame 
Chandler’s expositions on human frailty and 
misery. But Chandler’s uniqeness lay equally 
in the creation of Philip Marlowe — fiction’s 
most “ believable” sleuth.
Chandler’s Marlowe doesn’t solve crime 
from the safety of a panelled drawing-room 
like Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes or Christie’s- 
Hercule Poirot, nor does Marlowe belong to 
the shoot-first-ask questions-later school of 
crime fighting. Rather Marlowe doggedly 
pursues “ the hunch", either on foot or in his 
not-so-new car, his intuition as often as not 
finding him blackjacked, doped or shot for his 
trouble, instead of with the chastened mur­
derer held at gunpoint until the cops arrive. 
Marlowe’s most powerful weapon is his sharp 
wit and tongue. Marlowe plays it like a chess 
game (of which he is an aficionado)—patiently 
waiting for the suspect to trip up or alt- 
ternatively forcing the play. Alternatively 
feeding or bruising the suspect’s ego, placing a 
(seemingly) casual remark or an (seemingly) 
outrageous accusation until....Checkmate. 
Marlowe performs his verbal /  psychological 
ishakedown with bothflippancy and finesse — 
the epitome of cool.
Chandler’s Marlowe is such a “ believable” 
hero because he is as ordinary as he is extra­
ordinary. Chandler laid down his blueprint of 
Marlowe in his essay “The Simple Art of 
Murder”—“ He is the hero, he is everything. 
He must be a complete man and a common 
man and yet an unusual man.... He must be the 
best man in his world and a good enough man 
for any world.... He talks as the man of his age
talks, that is, with rude wit, a lively sense of the 
grotesque, a disgust for sham and a contempt 
for pettiness....if there were enough like him, I 
think the world would be a very safe place to 
live in, and yet not too dull to be worth living 
in.”
As easily and arbitrarily as something or 
someone is designated as being or having 
“cool” so too can it /  they fall out of favour in 
the public eye, indeed perhaps becoming the 
very antithesis of “ cool” (One need only look 
at the music industry for examples of this). - 
One becomes uncool when one becomes 
outcooled when someone beats you at your 
owb game, when someone does what you do, 
better. Chandler’s Marlowe remains one of 
the most durable possessers of cool not 
because he is a fictitious character (Chandler 
realistically created Marlowe with 
flaws /  faults) but because no-one has created 
a cooler Marlowe.
Chandler, himself as much a fan of detective 
stories as a writer, in a moment of unaffected 
and characteristic humility, indeed challenged 
us to do so — “There are no ‘classics’ of crime 
and detection. Not one. Within its frame of 
reference, which is the only way it should be 
judged, a classic is a piece of writing which 
exhausts the possibilities of its form and can 
never be surpassed. No story or novel of 
mystery has done that yet. Few have come 
close. Which is one of the principal reasons 
why otherwise reasonable people continue to 
assault the citadel.”
Budding citadel assaulters can take heart in 
the fact that Chandler first began writing at 
the age of 45.
— Peter Paul Bakowski.
r
Page 18 -  ROADRUNNER , July 1979
V
M ia .
IN ASSOC. WITH
dirty pool
PRESENTS
riO N A L TOUR
specia]! guests XTC i Ibums
“Wp
® ives W ill ^  Boi*e nr  "“ ®o we wi
I So od t i l e  x.c’. '®® «aaa«.̂J:“?* ^
^ou to Rp.^ ^ike an -f P^®®sure one th»*®***^iU
%  i f
iŝ tiUlst *̂Z1
MtJA^SeKS
^® eainst thr+. the fliK *bis wn7f‘̂ fsidered al ; ^̂® ĉn inside. ̂ ,
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RECORDS & TAPES
XTC Tour Dates
20
21
22
JULY 
FRIDAY 
SATURDAY 
SUNDAY 
WEDNESDAY 25 
THURSDAY 26 
FRIDAY 
SATURDAY 
SUNDAY 
TUESDAY
27
28 
29 
31
MARCONI CLUB, FAIRFIELD
ROYAL ANTLER HOTEL, NARRABEEN
STAGEDOOR TAVERN, SYDNEY
AMBASSADOR NIGHTCLUB, NEWCASTLE
ARMIDALE UNIVERSITY
THE PATCH, COOLANGATTA
CLOUDLAND BALLROOM, BRISBANE
EASTS LEAGUES CLUB, BRISBANE
AUSTRALIAN NATIONAL UNIVERSITY, CANBERRA
AUGUST
WEDNESDAY 1 SYDNEY UNIVERSITY
THURSDAY 
FRIDAY 
SATURDAY 
MONDAY 
WEDNESDAY 
THURSDAY 
FRIDAY 
SATURDAY 
SUNDAY 
TUESDAY 
WEDNESDAY 15 
THURSDAY 16 
FRIDAY
2
3
4 
6 
8 
9
10
11
12
14
17
FAIRFIELD HOTEL, FAIRFIELD
BONDI LIFESAVER, SYDNEY
MANLY FLICKS, SYDNEY
WOLLONGONG
MELBOURNE
MELBOURNE
SWEETHEARTS, ADELAIDE 
SWEETHEARTS, ADELAIDE 
MELBOURNE
MACQUARIE UNIVERSITY, SYDNEY 
COMB & CUTTER HOTEL, BLACKTOWN 
SYLVANIA HOTEL, SYLVANIA 
STAGEDOOR TAVERN, SYDNEY
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THE ANGELS 
"No Exit”
(Alberts)
The Angels are Australia’s number one 
example of rock’n’roll seeking a new tone 
of voice. This new album had gone gold 
before it was even released: how can I 
deny the popular vote of the buyers 
dollar? Not being much of a believer, I 
spent quite some time with ‘No Exit’ just 
overcoming a vague distrust strongly 
associated with obvious instant success. 
The result? I’m convinced. The Angels 
are more than commercially successful, 
they’ve broken through the credibility 
barrier. It’s a razor edge though. I don’t 
want to hear their other albums just in 
case they don’t quite shake it.
The essential element of banality 
present in all pop music is balanced here 
by considerable invention and power and 
a maturity that permits the whole to be 
both simple and sophisticated. The lyrics 
are a strange combination of urbanity, 
paranoia and passion. They’re better 
when the songs become familiar.
The first track, ‘‘Waiting for the World’, 
hits out straight away with both the 
Neeson politic and the Characteristic 
Angels Beat (hereafter called C.A.B.), 
that pulsing, staccato, doublebeat 
monotone that we all know so well. It’s a 
good starter, danceable and tough, 
power in the Ozzy gloom. This is 
definitely tall person’s music — it makes 
me feel like dancing with my full height, 
just like you know who. A spiffy little 
modulation takes us right into straight 
down into ballad time with ‘After Dark’, 
with the focus even more than usual on 
Neeson’s dramatic delivery. A classic 
guitar line, a boring chorus and a refrain 
that saves it. It’s a patchy song, but 
overall quite successful.
New paragraph for the best song on the 
album. ‘Save Me’ is everything good 
about this band in one song. An ex­
citingly fresh sounding guitar intro, 
reminiscent of Jean-Luc Ponty among 
others, chunky C.A.B., Doc running on 
madly, in a desperate appeal for some 
respect.
‘‘Don’t you know when I’ve had enough 
I’d like to be alone” 
is Neeson’s plaintive cry and I couldn’t 
agree more. The imagery in his lyrics is 
sometimes hackneyed, sometimes 
sparkling, but most importantly, 
sometimes both. The dual theme of 
isolation and power runs through this
album like a juvenile delinquent through 
Woolworths. Whether it ’s desirable (as 
in ‘Save Me’) or a trap (‘Shadow Boxer’ 
and ‘No Exit’) the idea of living a life 
disconnected from others is generally 
debunked as being weak and pointless. 
It’s obvious that there’s no real exit from 
the situation we’re stuck in, so don’t 
bother trying to escape. Don’t despair 
either — just stand up and do 
something! This is the overall sentiment 
of the album shown from a number of 
different perspectives.
On the other side, ‘Can’t Shake It’ takes 
the ‘‘we can out Stone the Stones” to its \ 
silly, if inevitable conclusion. I hope they 
are satisfied. It’s actually not at alUbad, 
just rather old fashioned. ‘Out of Blue’ is 
the low point of the album. It’s a Lou 
Reedish chord sequence with a 
Dylanesque lyric backed with a tacky 
sixties organ. It’s one of the few weak 
points on the album that is not saved by 
the production. At least it’s short and 
fortunately is followed by another killer, 
‘Dawn is Breaking’.
‘Dawn’ is the major exercise in drama 
lyric on the album. It’s slow, malevolent, 
corny, audacious and quite exciting. It’s 
also angry as it castigates modern 
technological inhumanity.
The final two tracks are a manic dash 
towards the hole in the middle. ‘Mr. 
Damage’ is a good example of the Angels’ 
capacity for mixing fast, punky rock with 
a basically pop chorus; also a good 
example of Doc Neeson’s flirtation with 
the borders of bad taste. Although his 
melodrama is sometimes blatant it 
manages to be effective and pointed at 
the same time.
‘Ivory Stairs’ is worthy of being the last 
track. It displays most of the good points 
of the other songs with a few of the 
pitfalls. Once again it has polish, clear 
construction, C.A.B. and a statement 
worthy of the vinyl it ’s pressed on.
Neeson himself is the ‘preacher ser­
vant’ referred to in ‘Dawn is Breaking’. 
His electric pulpit is well lit, well heeled 
and will be rolling into your hometown 
soon. When it does, be there. Get pissed, 
throw yourself around, sweat, sing along 
and feel strong. You might learn 
something.
—F.T. BOWERSMITH.
‘‘Bullshot”
Link Wray 
(Visa; US import)
If Link Wray’s name is recognised at all in 
these days of fluid fashion, it’s because it 
appears prominently on a couple of 
recent albums by former Tuff Dart 
turned boutique-rockabilly revivalist, 
Robert Gordon. Wray goes back a lot 
further; he had his first and biggest 
American hit in 1957 with a timeless 
piece of amped-up guitar frenzy called 
‘Rumble’ that earned him his place in 
rock’n’roll’s hall of immortals. Since then 
he’s retained his place in musicians’ 
memories (the Who dedicated their 
‘Wasp Man’ single to him) while con­
tinuing an erratic recording career.
“Bullshot" is the latest hard and heavy 
instalment in the latter, produced by Richard 
Gotterhrer of Blondie and Dr. Feelgood fame 
and the mastermind behind my treasured pile 
of 60s singles by the McCoys and the 
Strangeloves. Link .may be pushing 50, but for 
sheer aggression and imagination, this album 
is one of the years surprises. It may display 
only one facet of Wray’s musical range, that of 
the heavy metal technician with a soulful 
range of blues licks and a penchant for 
feedback, but the whiplash verve of the 
playing and singing can’t be denied.
But it does give him the chance to whip up 
some massive storms of sound on ‘The Sky Is 
Falling’ (a lugubrious ballad that allows the 
unique Wray vocal style to stretch itself) and a 
manic cover of Dylan’s ‘It’s All Over Now Baby 
Blue’. To round off side two there’s the disco- 
rockabilly of ‘Wild Party’,a raging revival of his 
second-biggest hit, ‘Rawhide’, and a 
resounding version of Elvis’ great ballad 
‘Don’t ’, the latter harking back to the Presley 
imitations on his last effort for Virgin, ‘‘Stuck 
in ' j r ” .
“ F llshot " may not be the ultimate Link Wray 
ref d, but one hopes that he still has a few 
ye s left to top this attempt and his previous 
b‘ ,t of this decade, the magnificently varied 
"! ink Wray Rumble’’ on Polydor — an album 
*tiat fully deserved the fulsome liner notes 
Peter Townshend provided for it.
RON WOOD 
“Gimme Some Neck”
(CBS)
IAN HUNTER
“You’re Never Alone With
A Schizophrenic”
(Chrysalis
Except for the absence of the “ Sexy 
Blonde” , “ Gimme Some Neck” by Ron 
Wood could easily be the return of the 
Faces. It shows how much say Wood had 
in the old band and, for that matter, how 
much he’s been swallowed up by the 
Stones.
Like the Faces, “ Neck’’ is as loose as the 
bowels of a tourist in India and has as many 
highs and lows as a pharmacy. At times it 
descends into an incomprehensible dirge, 
particularly in the vocals, which at times 
stagger off in all directions, completely 
divorced from whatever the musicians are 
trying to do. At other moments, however, in 
particular “Worry No More” and ‘‘Seven 
Days’’, all blow to perfection. Wood’s rather 
weak, raspy voice floats with ease in and 
around the boogie, pouring forth such good 
times that the frequent departures from 
cohesion become not only excusable, but 
downright endearing. In fact, it ’s the overall 
atmosphere of unpretentious, likeable fun, 
and some fine, loose licks from Wood and his 
illustrious sideman that elevates it all from the 
quagmire. ‘‘Gimme Some Neck” , the third solo 
LP by Ron Wood, is also his best and most 
confident to date, and while, at times, it sinks
From the raucous boogie of the opening 
track, ‘Good Good Lovin’, it ’s obvious that his 
adventures with Mr. Gordon haven’t dam­
pened Link’s enthusiasm for the volume 
control, and to prove there’s no gap at all 
betwen his playing in the fifties and axe-hero 
antics as we know and love them in ’79, he also 
throws m a couple of instrumentals on the first 
side, with the closer, ‘Switchblade’, redefining 
“ sharp” guitar by virtue of playing so intense 
it almost slices the speakers.
The wide-screen production on this album is 
a world away from the three-track backyard 
sound that gave the edge to Link’s early 
singles and the crazed bluegrass-cum-heavy 
metal sound on his two mid-70s comeback 
albums ( “ Link Wray” and ‘‘Beans and Fat- 
back” ).
Link Wray is loveable, unique and a 
rock’n’roller to his bootheels. Buy this album ; 
the man may be an acquired taste but he is 
hip and relevant, and besides, he needs the 
money so that he can still be making loud, 
tasteless records when he’s sixty and the 
• l̂ash, Devo and Lene Lovich are fat 
' Mion iires or driving taxis.
—Adrian Ryan.
FRANKIE MILLER 
“ Falling in Love”
(Chrysalis)
As on Kis last LP ’’Double Trouble” , 
“ Falling in Love” shows Frankie Miller, 
talented man that he is, trying to sell a 
product instead os himself. There’s no- 
denying Miller has excellent vocal 
talents, a rough, expressive, gritty 
delivery whirh. with the right song, can 
bounce v \ead off the wall — and 
that’s wh record, like the last, falls 
flat on its vinyl-lousy material.
On his se> “ Full House” , Miller was
singing and reting songs with command
and personal!,, biting and snarling, pushing 
his powerful band to the limit. Here, 
everything is under control to the point of 
bland, like a pre-programmed machine. His 
long awaited hit single is here of course, 
catchy little ditty that it is, and there are a 
couple of tracks that nearly crawl out ot the 
mire. But on the whole it’s all turgid nonsense.
—Ian Decision
into incomprehensibility, there are some 
excellent moments. The whole thing has great 
heart.
At last, after an absence of a couple of years, 
Ian Hunter has released his fourth solo record. 
From his beginnings with Mott the Hoople, 
through his solo releases. Hunter has been 
brilliant, overbearing, perceptivef bland, self- 
pitying, cynical, but nonetheless, always in­
teresting. While he’s spewed his share of 
dross, his distinctive, commanding presence 
makes any of his releases worth a listen, and 
it’s all the more rewarding that with 
“Schizophrenic” , he’s back with vengeance. It 
seems the break was a worthwhile recharge of 
batteries after the forgettable “Overnight 
Angels” .
Mick Ronson again contributes instrumental 
and production skills and, along with Roy 
Bittan, Max Weinberg and Gary Tallent from 
Springsteen’s E Street Band, Hunter has his 
best backing yet. A spectrum of moods runs 
throughout ' ‘ ‘Schizophrenic”  from the 
rollicking “ Just Another Night” to the jagged, 
biting “ love” song “ Bastard” , which is one of 
his best songs for many moons. There are the 
usual moments where Hunter steps a little 
close to cliche, as on “ Ships” , but that’s 
redeemed by the melody and the strength of 
the vocal delivery.
That just about sums up “You’re Never Alone 
With A Schizophrenic” . It has its weaknesses, 
but they are more than overcome by Hunter’s 
unique presence — he has an unaffected, 
genuine feel for his music and this is com­
plimented perfectly by the accomplished, 
sympathetic production of Mick Ronson and 
the drive of the excellent backing players. It’s 
great to see old black shades is back again.
— IAN DECISION
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THIN LIZZY 
‘Black Rose”
(Vertigo)
This is the first studio album from Thin 
Lizzy in over 18 months and I’m afraid 
it's a disappointment. Their live album, 
“ Live and Dangerous” , showed us the 
definitive Lizzy — the hard-working, 
hard playing, macho rockers with a 
street conscience. That’s been 
established so there is surely no 
necessity to reiterate what has already 
been adequately stated.
All the tracks on “ Black Rose” , with the 
exception of the ballad “ Sarah” and the title 
track, are conventional Thin Lizzy fare. All well 
and good, but where’s the progression? “The
Boys Are Back In Town” said everything that 
“Toughest Street in Town” says, “ Jailbreak” 
certainly has more reckless power than “ Do 
Anything You Want To” and nowhere on 
“Black Rose” is there a song as lyrically and 
musically moving as “ Dancing In The 
Moonlight” .
The band is certainly capable of develop­
ment — Phil Lynott has the charisma and 
voice necessary to front a top band, Brian 
Downey has to be one of the most energetic 
drummers around and between them Scott 
-Goreham and Gary Moore have a wealth of 
experience and talent on guitar. However, they 
have failed to take the plunge.
“ Black Rose” is supposed to be the piece de 
resistanceon this album, but it’s failure seems 
to explain the failure of the album. It is wor­
thwhile to attempt to translate something of 
the richness of traditional Irish culture into 
the rock idiom, if only because they are both 
romantic and exciting (or are supposed to be), 
but Thin Lizzy’s attempt falls short, and 
becomes embarrassing and futile. The in­
troduction sounds very similar to “ Emerald” , 
from “ Live and Dangerous” , and the musical 
structure of the remainder is blatantly 
plagiarised from Irish folk music. As for the 
lyrics, they are disjointed and pointless. Would 
you believe lines like “Georgie knows Best” 
(surely a reference to Irish soccer player 
George Best), drinking “Whisky in the Jar-0” 
and, shudder, the closing line of the song “ It’s 
a long way to Tipperary?” .
Lizzy know their audience and they are 
obviiotwiy Ldlmiiig fui t t re-n ■•legions of Irish 
followers as well as the hordes of adolescent 
boys who idolise them. Hopefully, those of us 
who were led to expect an intelligent 
development from “ Live and Dangerous” 
won’t be disappointed by their next album. 
— SUE DENIM
. . .  . .
‘ • '
RAMONES 
“ IT’S Alive” 
(Sire)
“ Back in Your Life”
(Beserkley)
Various People
“ Rock & Roll High School”
(Sire)
What more cart you say about Jonathon 
Richman? The man is a genius. The 
heart of whimsy. Never before has so 
much been said with so few tunes. (He 
really should get down and compose a 
few more, they’re not very hard to 
make).
But this is just a quibble. This offering has 
some brilliant songs, my favourite being the 
almost blues “ (She’s Gonna) Respect Me” 
and the single “ Lydia” , which contains the 
most remarkably irreverent saxaphone solo on 
record. “ Party in the Woods Tonight” is 
familiar territory for Jonathon, with bears and 
naughty monsters kicking up their heals in the 
woods. “ Lover Please" is an instrumental just 
waiting for a film-maker. There’s other 
familiar ground too, that of Jonathon 
as the made-in-Taiwan William Wordsworth. 
Before it was insects and leprechauns, but 
here we get full frontals of flowers, mosquitoes 
and a sweet track called “ Buzz Buzz Buzz” .
This man stands at the gateway to the 21st 
century and still dares to sing songs about 
Nature. He’s the most pretentious of the 
unpretentious, the most unpretentious of the 
pretentious. He continues to be a very strange 
and attractive customer, but then what else do 
you expect from the man who sang to us that 
although Pablo Picasso was only_5’3” he never 
got called an arsehole when he tried to pick up 
girls. Jonathon drives down Badland Gulch in 
his El Dorado, clutching at paper daisies that 
are almost pure white and on the grille is 
printed ‘banal’.
And ah, the Ramones, the sweet Ramones.
i i i
The muzak of the m ultiple collision, the wham, 
two, free, fahr. The smack in the high school 
locker and it’s all on Daddy’s Money. Sex, if 
they could be bothered, in front of 50 
thousand middle class kids who’d pick their 
noses and dream of Rockaway Beach. 
America, America, 'worms shall try that long 
preserved virginity.
The Ramones join Richman and Springsteen 
as the only interesting pop music coming from 
America at present. No art, antiart, art. This 
live double set is well worth the money, 
althoughthe 28 songs seem to last about 28 
minutes (perhaps that’s an accurate timing). 
If you don’t feel likelk going down to the shops 
on a Saturday morning to buy your organic 
vegetables from the hippies on the city fringe, 
kget this, you’ll get up, put on your city run­
ners, get out there and eat them. “ Rockaway 
Beach” remains my favourite Ramones tune, & 
the looney thing is there along with the rest of 
their surf for the armchair stuff. “ Happy 
Family” , “Sheena” , “ Judy” , “Cretin Hop” and 
all the other favourites are there too. And so’s 
“ Pinhead” .
If we’re all incinerated by nukes in 1980 and 
the Venusians arrive in 1985 they’ll walk into 
a Denver apartment block or a Bondi pad or a 
Moscow garret and there our last words will 
still be spinning on the last of the 
power . . .Gabba Gabba Hey Gabba Gabba 
Hey Gabba Gabba Hey.
“Rock and Roll High School” is the sound­
track of a movie being made by some people 
called “ New World Pictures” . The Ramones 
are the stars of the soundtrack, and ’’pinhead” 
gets yet another outing, along with a few 
others performed as a live medley. There’s 
alos the cute Nick Lowe song “ So it goes” , and 
the magnificently titled Eno song “ Energy 
Fools the Magician” , although it has been said 
that this is the best thing about the piece. 
Side two has the lamentable Devo, the boring, 
pretentious, uninteresting, stupid Devo. It 
also has the protopunk crowd Eddie and the 
Hot Rods being pretty uninteresting, and the 
sad Todd Rundgren. But it does have Chuck 
Berry singing School Days” , and after Devo 
tnat sounds like Mozart. The soundtrack ends 
with Alice Cooper’s “ School’s Out", 
deschooling society. Not really worth the effort 
of buying it, although of course all the songs 
could work within the context of the film.
—LARRY BUTTROSE.
Return to Forever Live 
C.B.S.
Frank Zappa — Sheik Yerbouti 
Zappa - C.B.S.
Ah! Amerika! My Anglo heart has often 
despised you, for which I make no 
apology, but at least I can now be even- 
handed about the products of your sons. 
These two offerings are so far apart in 
many ways that I take perverse delight in 
pointing out the common ground.
Both Zappa and the new age jaz- 
zophiles are part of the demonic cult of vir­
tuosity that pacifies millions of gape-mouth 
extroverts the world over. With Stanley 
Clarke in the band again, RTF indulges the 
urge to play blurringly fast and odd. 
Sometimes the wrench and passion of the solo 
medium even justifies the dross of blah jazz 
melody and Gayle Moronic vocals.
This album is excessive and boring. Yes, you 
guessed, I don’t like it. It’s rather like the 
Chick Corea Band that came to Oz last year, 
but without the loungeroom charm of the 
personnel and the ochre comfort of the 
Festival Theatre, it ’s just musically brilliant; 
aesthetically and emotionally blank.
On the other hand, Zappa’s virtuoso ten­
dencies are more diverse, more interesting 
and less ponderous. His own playing on “ SY” 
is consistently mannered, frenzied, tasteful 
and gutsy, shining through on tracks like “ Rat 
Tomago” and “The Sheik Yerbouti Tango” . 
The latter is a dance-hall burlesque in­
strumental, exploring Middle Eastern modes 
and the essence of passionate corn. There are 
few wholly guitar oriented tracks on the 
album, though most of the hour or so of en­
tertainment displays Zappa and his excellent 
band at peaks of composition, arrangement, 
playing and butter.
Having dealt heavily with his more long- 
worded jazzy preoccupations on his previous 
twoalbums, FZ returns to rock and soul again, 
large slabs of not-quite-parody stylising 
bopping and twitching all over four sides. 
There is always that tension between whimsy 
and satire in his albums and this one’s no 
exception. Zappa is playing around all the 
time but he takes it all quite seriously. The 
humour wins out as the prevailing mood but 
clearly states that you, you and you are quite 
fucking stupid and requests, I guess, that you 
stop it.
To get away with such rudeness and still 
make money, the album goes for a mass ac­
ceptance orientation. In fact, it could be AM 
radio at times, if the lyrics weren’t 
so offensive to middle-class people 
everywhere. The pseudo-soul sounds “ I 
have been in You” and “City of Tiny Lights” 
and the disco dodge of “ Dancin’ Fool” are 
musically appropriate to these post-Travolta 
days.
Suck-you-in melodies, punchy arrangements, 
fashionable vocals and enough slickly rampant 
guitar solos to just keep us waiting. It all 
implies commercial appeal, something Zappa 
passed up ages ago for a slow slog. It could be 
a big step, from this sort of position he’s at­
tacking garbage-mind values with edgy 
precision and maybe subverting more units 
than ever before.
The assault begins with and returns often to 
the theme of what is now called “ sexuality” .
Zappa has a well-known history of exploiting 
young people’s covert sexual obsessions 
(ponchoes, creamed corn. Bob Dylan), 
sometimes to the point of seeming misogyny. 1 
used to think Frankie was a genius, but 
disgusting and politically pretty off, ya know? 
With this album he’s got his attitudes more 
clearly organised.
“Broken Hearts are for Arseholes” is a gay 
bar scene vignette with the eventual message 
that everyone can be fucked in the arse but 
romance al la normale is only for the fucked in 
the head; great vocals. “ Bobby Brown” is the 
story of a college boy whizz-kid turned radio 
promo agent and all-American pervert creep 
”0  God I am the American Dream,
With a spindle up my butt til it makes me 
scream
And I’ll do anything to get a head”
C. 1978 Munchkin Music Ascap
"Need I say more?”
Other categories up for such vilification are 
jewish princesses, pretty people, unionised 
domestic tradespeople, momma’s boys and 
disco cretins. Don’t feel left out. There’s more 
and you’re probably in there somewhere 
Apparently it’s Catholic girls next, but never 
mind, the music is diverting enough to allow 
indulgence if necessary.
Most of the basic tracks were recorded live 
in faultless x-track, at the Hammersmith 
Odeon, then overdubbed into production 
perfection. The device is only apparent oc­
casionally, such as when Zappa introduced 
the band at the end. Best tracks are all over 
the album: “ Flakes” is bent rock’n’roll con 
sumerism, “ Wild Love” is one of the more 
complex songs, but succeeds in having a 
strong underlying form. In such pieces, pop 
song form breaks under the strain, and that’s 
refreshing. The whole last side is great.
“Yo’ Mamma” fills out twelve minutes of 
cutesy, grandiose space with a soft-sell nasty 
lyric and the most extended and exciting lead 
guitar passage (except for the others on the 
album).
This venture may well be a turning point for 
Zappa, if it picks up on the underground 
market. It may not be a huge creative step 
forward for Zappa, but it is an important step 
sideways in reaching an accessible sound that 
still says much that’s radical, ifrude.
That’s what I like in American artists: the 
technical obsessions mastered by intelligence 
and-or cynicism. Thanks go however to the 
Pom Bowie for explaining what it is that Zappa 
explains:
“...and the wrong words make you listen 
in this criminal world.”
—Christopher Coleman.
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RUBIMOOS
"Back To The Drawing Board" 
(Beserkley)
Maybe surf bubblegum airt’t popular at 
the moment (thank heavens). Maybe the 
whole teenypop industry has delfated 
and shrivelled soggily into the sink (no 
such luck, I fear). Maybe the Rubinoos 
are more involved in the Beach 
Boys/  Raspberries (older, therefore 
respectable) vein of stylised sweetness, 
although they look a wee bit too 
young’n’spunky.
Maybe* this is just a bunch of moderately 
intelligent, reasonably competent, fresh-faced 
middle class lads playing dance music with a 
good melody and classic boy-meets-girl 
(giggle, sigh) lyrics. Maybe the general 
populace would buy the product if there was a 
good film clip.
Maybe ‘‘I Wanna Be Your Boyfriend” is 
already quite a cute Ramones song and has a 
chorus part like “ Get Off My Cloud” . Maybe I’ll 
like /  listen to this record for a while but won’t 
feel embarrassed about its presence next 
Bette Midler "Live At Last” or "No New York” 
or even David Essex "Rock On” . Then again, 
maybe I’ll hide the cover and only play the 
record to naive 14 year olds. Maybe 
Award 1979.
— GEORGE MANOUGE
BRAM TCHAIKOVSKY 
“Strange Man Changed Man"
(Radar Records)
Now I’ve got nothing against classical 
music, so I didn’t mind looking at a 
record by a band called Bram 
Tchaikovsky. Next time I’ ll avoid such an 
association. Listeningto their ‘‘Strange 
Man Changed Man” is like going to the 
Arkaba Top Room on a free night and 
seeing kids in punk disco costumes doing 
the Pogo to ‘‘Hit Me With Your Rhythm 
Stick” .
The album alludes to certain New Wave 
facets of rock’n’roll with the occasional 
discordant off-beats, fast pace and energetic 
introductions. It is packaged wit an obscure 
name, a cryptic insignia, a boldly designed 
cover graphic and an elusive title. All the signs 
are there but they are thin disguises for what 
boils down to an average album by just 
another rock’n’roll band.
The songs are mostly about love with an 
unashamed bash at applying every plattitude 
and cliche to the most worn and hackneyed of 
all subjects. They sing about ‘reelin’ and a 
rockin’ — still don’t know what that means— ̂
“When I Feel Blue” follows ‘‘Nothing to Hdang 
To” and, would you believe, “Ain’t No-one 
Around’ goes with "Get My Feet Off The 
Ground.” You have to admire them for being 
uncool.
Naivete is no excuse, however, for their 
damning of the opposite sex. Women are e+her 
treated like idiots . . .
“Jeannie was an American girl.
Couldn’t say nothing but she wrote pretty 
well”
... or panaceas — pills that you hate taking 
but someone told you it might make you feel 
better . . .
“She does what I ask her to,
She makes me happy when I feel blue”.
As great an insult is their totally insensitive 
“ interpretation” of ‘‘I’m A Believer” , the Neil 
Diamond song that made the Monkees 
'amous. The pounding guitars and drums 
seem to say “ Wham Bam Thankyou Mam
with all the aggressive monotony that it im­
plies.
The album also suffers from a fashionable 
production sound where the vocals drone in 
the background of a monochromatic tex­
tureless musical wasteland. Turning up the 
volume is a slight improvement and playing it 
45 rpm is even better. Imagine a faster, high 
pitched version of the Newton John Travolta 
hit “You’re The One That I Want” and you’l get 
the idea.
Bram Tchaikovsky are probably no less 
deserving of a record contract than any other 
rock band, but then who can afford to be 
philanthropic these days.
— MANDY SALOMON
NIGHTHAWKS 
“Side Pocket Shot”
(Stockade)
The Nighthawks are fundamentally a 
bar band, and this is the feeling con­
veyed by this album . . .  the smokey, 
bluesy rhythms are just right for dancing. 
There are no gimmicks and no pretence, 
just fun and energy.
From the mean, expressive vocals of Mark 
Wenner to the versatile guitar playing of Jim 
Thackeray to the pile driving rhythm of Jan 
Zuwoski and Pete Ragusa it is obvious that 
this band is firmly grounded in essential R&B, 
and by association, rock’n’roll. The sound of 
the Nighthawks has an enthusiasm and a 
timless quality which is too often lacking in 
contemporary music. They actually seem to 
enjoy what they are doing! A story from their 
press release probably best sums them up: 
“When George Thorogood and the Destroyers 
launched into the ‘Madison Blues’ in the 
second set at the Cellar Door last Thursday 
(Washington, July 28th, 1978) it was a signal 
(relayed via the light man) for the 
Nighthawks, playing across the street at 
Desperados to strike up the same tune. 
Midway through, Thorogood, guitar in hand, 
bolted out the M street exit to meet Jimmy 
Thackeray, also carrying his weapon. The two 
stopped traffic for a couple of minutes, never 
missing a riff, then kept moving — Thackeray 
into the Cellar Door tcfjoin the Destroyers, and 
Thorogood into Desperado’s” . Now, TFIAT’S 
the spirit of rock’n’roll.
It’s worth mentioning, too, the high sound 
quality of the record'itself. It’s an excellent 
pressing and I haven’t seen a record with this 
much vinyl in it for a long time. The cover is 
sturdy too. Commendations to Stockade.
— SUE DENIM
umb/ellQ 
mu/ic
upstairs^
Cnr. Frome and Bundle Sts., 
City.
ADELAIDE'S SECOND­
HAND RECORD STORE.
We buy your unwanted 
records and tapes. See us 
now fo r the best price 
in town.
PERTH-INDEPENDENT 
SINGLES IN STOCK
Scientists — “Frantic Romantic” 
Manikins — “Premonition ”
JEANNIE LEWIS
appearing TUESDAY, JULY 17, 8pm 
PRINCE ALFRED COLLEGE HALL, Dequetteville Tee. 
$3.50 PMBA members, $4.50 general public.
Tickets from PMBA office, 56 Magill Rd., Norwood from July 5.
THE WARRIORS — SOUNDTRACK ALBUM
SURVIVE THE DEPRESSION -  SHOP SECONDHAND!
I suppose this really is the golden era of 
movie soundtrack albums, what with 
‘Saturday Night Fever’ and ‘Grease’ 
selling more than ‘White Xmas’, but ‘The 
Warriors’ could hardly be considered in 
that kind of company.
Although the film itself is a runaway success 
(the consequences of which I won’t go into, as 
they’re all too well known), surely no-one 
would expect the same of its soundtrack 
album. Unlike ‘Saturday Night Fever’ and 
‘Grease’, where the music is central to the 
plot, ‘The Warriors’ is simply a film that em­
ploys music as a backdrop, and its soundtrack, 
produced by Kenny Vance, is a purely in­
cidental collection.
The album opens with ‘Theme From The 
Warriors’, a quasi-disco /  rock exercise that’s 
quite effective in its original setting, but taken 
out of context it loses much of the power it 
might have had, and becomes somewhat 
faceless and directionless, in a similar way to 
Giorgio Moroder’s ‘Chase’ from ‘Midnight 
Express’.
The theme is one of the three instrumental 
tracks scored by Barry DeVorza, and the other 
two, ‘The Fight’ and ‘Baseball Furies Chase’, 
which are almost indistinguishable from the 
theme anyway, suffer for the same reasons. 
Otherwise the album is a motley colection oT 
songs which have the opposite effect to 
DeVorza’s music — although they survive as 
‘complete’ songs outside the film, within it 
they’re too much like contrived props.
They take their cue from an FM radio an­
nouncer and they try to aurally illustrate the 
on-screen action, but never become part of 
that action, in the way the theme does. Which 
is neither here nor there when you’re listening 
to the album after having seen (or not seen) 
the film, so what of the songs themselves? 
Well, this is probably as bad a collection of 
rock’n’roll songs as you could ask for.
The only possible relief comes from the track 
“Love Is A Fire” , to which Genya Ravan 
contributes vocals. She has a good, strong 
voice, but I’ve always felt it ’s wasted on or­
dinary material with lacklustre musicians, and 
‘Love Is A Fire” is no exception.
The remaining songs aren’t as bad, they are 
just plain mediocre, and that makes them 
worse. There’s Arnold McCuller (who?) doing 
a Holland-D.ozier-Holland composition, 
‘Nowhere to Run’, that goes nowhere; the 
repugnant pseudo-reggae of Kenny Vance’s 
‘In Havana’ ; pedestrian funk from Mandrill’s 
‘Echoes In My Mind’, and the uncredited 
‘You’re Moving Too Slow’, a hack piece of quasi 
R&B. But the real coup is Joe Walsh’s ‘In The 
City’, a song that’s about as innovative as 
‘Rocky Mountain Way’. Just cop these lyrics: 
“Somewhere out on that horizon 
Out beyond the neon lights 
I know there must be something better 
But there’s nowhere else in sight
It’s survival in the city 
When you live from day to day
City streets don’t have much pity
When you’re down that’s where you’ll stay.”
Suffice to say, this song and the rest are 
suitably programmed, but if indeed director 
Walter Hill has used them to compliment the 
“one dimensionality” of his characters — and 
that they do — then he’s making giant monkey 
out of all the artists involved, who presumably 
take themselves quite seriously.
Ironically enough, one of the film’s most 
effective pieces of music is the one piece 
actually performed on-screen — a gang leader 
clanking bottles together and chanting 
‘Warriors, come out to play’ — a chilling in­
vitation to potentially lethal violence. Ad­
mittedly, it may lose some significance away 
from its original setting, but that’s still no 
reason to viciously edit it down to two liries 
and supersede it with what it possibly the
most banal song on the entire album, ‘Last of 
An Ancient Breed’, which is another one of 
those pseudo-Springsteen epics th a t’s 
ultimately as profound as Meatloaf. With lyrics 
like this how could you possibly miss:
"There is such little glory in a poor man's life 
He works for his money and he takes a wife 
But a poor man's son could be a hero in the 
night
With a fist-full of anger and the will to fight
See the small-man in your hand
Take it and run
There’s a trigger in your mind
And you’re loaded with a gun.”
Considering Hill’s film is “ loaded” with in­
tentional cliches, this must be just another 
one, and as such it works perfectly.
But what ‘The Warriors’ is realy crying out for 
is a song like Captain Beefheart’s ‘Hard 
Working Man’, which serves the same purpose 
as ‘Theme From The Warriors’ in Paul 
Schrader’s excellent ‘Blue Collar’, and still 
stands on its own two feet.
— CLINTON WALKER
Jules and the Polar Bears 
Got No Breeding 
(CBS, SBP 237285)
Regardless of what merits this record 
may have, I can’t see it (on logical 
premises) taking off in a great way in 
Australia. It seems to be too peculiarly 
American, too foreign to our Third World 
musical perspective. On the other hand, 
it sounds like most of the stuff which 
would work magic on Countdowners, or 
trendy Sydney parties.
It’s basically a songbook. In the promo 
sheet, lead singer and songwriter Jules Shear 
says: “ I’d written hundreds of songs, but a lot 
of them just weren’t right for this album” . I’m 
still amazed at what he meant by that. In that 
his words imply some kind of con­
ceptualization of the album, I have to conclude 
that it has gone over my head. Like the name 
of the band. Could these people be a 
remergence of that enigmatic poetry sect of 
years gone by, Thonthor International? As I 
recall, they had some kind of cosmology built 
around the trinitine structure of the baked 
bean, the traffic light, and the polar bear.
Shear wasapparently connected with a band 
called Southpaw, which included Polar Bear 
keyboardist Stephen Hague. Later he moved 
in with a band called the Funky Kings. 
Ignorant savage that I am, I know nothing 
about these bands.
All I know is what is before me, the music. 
They open with a cut called “You Just Don’t 
Wanna Know,” which seems to talk more to 
me every time I hear it. The rest of the record 
drifts through familiar musical territory, as 
explored by competent bushwalkers, rather 
like a hike through Alligator Gorge, or from 
Bokhara to Jomoson — it ’s lovely country but 
there’s no challenge. Not an achievement to 
bring up at cocktail parties or whatever bush- 
walkers do when they take their boots off
Shear’s lyrics impress me in places. Songs 
have titles like “ Lovers by Rote,” “ The Sould 
of Many Places,” and “ Following Every 
Ginger,” which are fine titles by anyone's 
standards. In “ Black Fever Sheep.” Sheâ  
sings: “ He stared at me like he could see it - 
cut straight through - then he picked up the 
conversation - like a knife - that just - dropped 
from - a wound..." Good stuff.
But where is Thonthor International in this 
day and age? Their long awaited South-East 
Asian tour has till not happened.
-Span.
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THE DICKIES; 
“ Banana Splits Song” (&M)
Hands up those of you who remember the 
Banana Splits TV show of ten years ago? For 
those of you that do, this is the theme song. A 
reliable source informs me that the original 
version was No. 1 in Launceston for two 
months at the time. Is Australia ready for a 
slice of silly warmed up 60s TV pop? It's 
already been top ten in the U.K.
Infectious . . .  (8)
JONATHON RICHMAN 
AND THE MODERN LOVERS 
"Roadrunner Once /  "Roadrunner twice’’- 
(Beserkley)
This paper’s theme song finally released as 
a single in this country. All Roadrunner 
readers are instructed to go out and buy a 
copy immediately, preferably from a chart 
shop. The definitive statement on rock’n’roll in 
the modern world.
A classic . . .  (10)
THE LEFTOVERS: 
“ Cigarettes and Alcohol” 
(Australian independent)
MI-SEX
‘I Don’t Care” /  "Burning Up” (CBS)
Pity. If this had come out when it was 
recorded (1977 and 1978) it would have 
seemed much more relevant than it seems 
now. Still if raw energy is your bag and you 
don't really care about sub-standard 
production then this one is for you. The Lef­
tovers are from Queensland and so I guess 
this has relevance.
. . . ( 7 )
Great Australian pop (or should that be 
Australasian pop) from ex-New Zealanders on 
their first Australian outing. It has that 
distinctive sound that producer Peter 
Dawkins achieved with all of Dragon’s singles 
and there is no reason why it shouldn’t appeal 
to as many people. There’s a scaled-down epic 
quality to the lyrics that is reminiscent of 
Genesis at their best and a very catchy chorus, 
too.
Impressive .. . (8)
JIMMYCLIFF:
“The Harder They Come” /  
“You Can Get It If 
You Really Want” (Island)
COLD CHISEL; 
“ Shipping Steel”  (WEA)
WHIRLEYWIRLD: 
"Whirleywirld” (EP) 
(Missing Link)
THE COBBERS. 
"Bushland Dreaming” (WEA)
Pan pipes of the Dandenongs. This is‘ a 
mangled instrumental version of Green- 
sleeves and is apparently the theme of a film 
called “The Country Editor” .
Weak . . .  (2»/2)
“This machine whirls” , says the (full colour 
glossy) cover. It also makes records and 
makes very little sense, slowly. Skeletal and 
automatic (minimal?), it should perhaps be 
known that this is an old recording, i.e. last 
year, and the ideas behind it were not fully 
developed. Certainly not run-of-the-mill, but 
not a complete success either.
. . . (6)
Two of the reggae classics together on the 
same piece of vinyl. Released to coincide with 
the Jimmy Cliff tour that didn’t happen this is 
still a worthy purchase as these tracks are 
timeless. Good time, hard edged optimism. 
Play it at breakfast and it will set you up for 
the rest of the morning.
Better than Cornflakes .. . (9*/2)
The best track from “ Breakfast at 
Sweethearts” . Gutsy Australian hard rock and 
the best thing Chisel have done since the 
marvellous "Khe Shan” . Will pick up lots of 
airplay and why not? At least Chisel play as if 
they mean it, which is more than a whole lot of 
other bands of this ilk.
ROYORBISON; 
“ Easy Way Out” (Asylum )
PINK LADY:
“ Kiss In The Dark” (WEA)
The title says it all. Renders his past glories 
irrelevant.
. . .  (l>/2)
Watch out! The Japs have started exporting 
our culture back to us. Luckily, they aren’t very 
good at it yet.
.. (2)
THE RECORDS; 
“ Rock’oRoll Love-Letters” 
(Virgin)
DENNISBROWN: 
“ Money In My Pocket” (Pt. 1 & 2) 
(Lightning)
Fantastic remake of the old Bay City Rollers 
song. If the Rollers had been around four years 
after they were they would have had 
credibility rather than success. I wonder if 
they would have been happier, though?
Confident, superpoppy and happy . . .  (8‘/2)
RUSSELL MORRIS: 
“ Hot Love” (Mushroom)
Soft LA style song from one of Australia’s old 
guard. Doesn’t really quite work as a whole 
although bits of it are nice. A late injection of 
saxophone is pot quite enough to save it. 
Contains the most incredible line heard in a 
long time — “ Gave me some mighty peculiar 
insights into the way I feel about you, babe”
. . . ( 5 )
Ahh! A Real reggae record, with a talkover 
dub version on the flip. (Yes, we too read the 
N.M.E. and wonder what all that reggae lingo 
means.) A-side is a ska sound, that s oul in­
fluenced reggae, while on the reverse is a free 
form version of the same chune with talking^ 
(in a heavy Jamaican accent) over de top and 
lots of reverb and echo. If you don’t know 
much about roots, reggae mon give this one a 
listen and learn something.
. . .(8)
EMMYLOU HARRIS: 
“Save The Las Dance For Me” /  
“ Even Cowgirls Get The Blues” 
(Asylum)
WESTERN FLYER: 
“ Last of the Lovers” 
(Infinity)
Touching cover of the old Drifters classic. If 
La Ronstadt can get away with it (actualy she 
can’t), then why not Emmylou?
Would work better as an album track . . .  (5)
Formula single. Chorus a bit too repetitive 
but snatches are good. Probably hasn’t got 
enough going for it to make any real im­
pression.
. ( 5)
BEACH BOYS: 
‘Good Timing” (Caribou)
IGGYPOP:
“Good Timing” (Arista)
This ain’t our idea of a good time.
NICK LOWE:
“ Cracking Up” /  “ Basing St.” 
(Radar)
. U/0
KLARK KENT: 
“Too Kool To Kalypso’' 
(Kryptone Import)
Stuart Copeland, drummer in The Police, 
having soine fun. Recorded in August '78, but 
has only just reached our shores. If you liked 
“Don’t Care” , his previous release, then you’ll 
probably like this.
. . . ( 7 )
Two more fine songs from the meister of 
moderne musick which certainly show that he 
has moved on from the powerpop movement 
that it is rumoured he created. “ Cracking Up” 
is the less immediately appealing of the two 
songs but is a definite grower. It’s a bit quirky, 
a bit sinister, a bit melancholy. The flip is a 
starkly simple murder vignette with only 
acoustic and pedal steel guitars behind Lowe’s 
throaty vocals. Nick Lowe is the Dylan of the 
seventies — not many people buy his records 
but his art and its influence is enormous.
. . . ( 9 )
THE CLASH:
“ I Fought The Law” (CBS)
The return of the Ig, this time without Mr. 
Bowie looking over his shoulder. Usually it 
takes an artist quite a while to get over the 
influence of the Lodger, but Iggy if this is any 
indication has managed the transition quite 
well. A definite lack of raw power, in fact quite 
studied, but interesting nonetheless.
. .(8)
TONIO K;
“ Better Late Than Never” (Epic)
One of those cover versions that is actually 
better than the original. A late seventies pop 
song that has a strong guitar melody running 
from starttofinish. Hasthat clean compressee 
English production sound and that rough edge 
that is characteristically Clash. Could actually 
be a hit if it gets TV exposure.
. . .(8)
CHINAS COMADIS: 
“ Lover Lover” /  “ Peasant Slave’ 
(Seattle)
Heeeey! Who IS this guy? I don’t know but 
he sure has put out a little ripper of a single, 
it ’s strong, melodic and arresting. And, yes, 
that rarity of rarities, ORIGINAL. What’s more 
it has a message! The message ain’t new ( it ’s 
along the line of, what are we all fighting 
about /  wouldn’t the world be a better place if 
we all got along with each other, etc.) but the 
way it’s put together is great. Good rhythm, 
good range of instrumentation, good vocals.
Surprise of the month . . .  (9)
PETER FRAMPTON: 
“Can’t Stand It No More” 
(A&M)
Chuggy single from Frampers. Drillingly 
repetitive chorus that becomes annoying after 
more than one listen.
_______________________Radio fodder . . .  (4)
A weird one, this. It arrived in the 
Roadrunner P.O. Box from Seattle, 
Washington, U.S.A. along with a few press 
clippings about the band. Chinas is an ex-New 
York poetess cum singer who on one side of 
this drones along in worst Patti Smith style, 
yet manages to come up with quite an 
energetic and melodic offering on t ’other (not 
a million miles away from this month’s cult 
band, the B-52’s). If you would like to get a 
hold of this write to Roadrunner and we’ll tell 
you who to write to.
PATTI SMITH: 
“ Frederick” (Arista)
A perfect example of how to get two songs 
out of one chune (which was Springsteen’s in 
the first place). Patti blows what little 
credibility she had.
. . . (0)
— DONALD ROBERTSON, 
B.T.BOWERSMITH
Last month I mentioned the Local 
Records label and their first release, the 
Mopsie Beans EP.
Arch Browne who runs Local — or Un­
popular as it is also called — came down to 
Melbourne and called in with copies of his 
newest release, a Worms single “ I Dig The 
Rain” . The flip side, “ Let’s Call It Quits” , was 
conceived, written and recorded in six 
minutes. Arch also had a copy of a record he 
was somehow involved with called “All The 
Young Girls” /  “ Deepwater Child” by the 
Rejects which came out in July 1978. it was 
the first time I’d ever heard of it. Un­
popular /  Local will also be releasing a single 
from a band called Paradox sometime'in the 
next month. Anyone interested in learning 
more can write to Arch c / -  P.O. Box 45, 
Doonside, N.S.W. 2767.
I was getting worried as deadline ap­
proached that there weren’t going to be any 
new independent records to write about. 
However, the last week has been great — new 
records appearing from all over.
The Leftovers are probably Australia's 
longest surviving punk band. They've received
next to no press and have only left Brisbane 
once (to go and play a gig in Sydney which was 
cancelled). They’re great! In October 1977, 
they recorded two tracks, “ No Com­
plaints” /  “ I Only Panic When There’s Nothing 
To Do” , and another one, “ Cigarettes and 
Alcohol” , last year. It’s been a long time 
coming but the three tracks are now out. 
Though dated, the single is a must for anyone 
interested in real Australian punk.
. Henry Vhynal is an ex-member of the Pelaco 
Bros. (Isn't every Melbourne musician?) and 
the Millionaires. Over a year ago, I received a 
press handout from the Corporate Label 
announcing the release of Henry’s solo single, 
“Wake Up Tania” / “ Punk Power” . That was 
the last I heard of it until last week when 
Henry rang to inform me that after endless 
hassles he’s finally got it out. Apart from Henry 
on violin, guitar and vocals the single features 
a wide collection of musicians including Jarryl 
Wirth, Ash Wednesday and Carl Wolfe.
The Two Way Garden EP, “Overnight” , is 
now available. The cover folds out into a small 
poster.
The Relatives are a young Melbourne punk 
group who have pressed 300 copies of their
first single, “ Picasso” /  “ Now She’s On The 
Beat” /  “ Clock Struck One” . It’s got its faults 
(such as rhyming “ Pablo Picasso” with “ass­
hole” ) but it ’s good to see a really young band 
releasing a record. You may have trouble 
finding a copy if you don’t live in Melbourne 
because they’ve already sold 200 to their 
friends.
Missing Link will be taking a break from 
releasing records after they release their next 
three platters; maxi singles from NEWS and 
Eric Gradman Man and Machine, and an 
album from the Elks.
The News single should have been out by 
now but they spent longer in the studio than 
originally planned. The. final tapes certainly 
sound a lot different than their first record 
which was recorded in their living room on a 
four-track tape recorder.
Eric Gradman Man and Machine’s single is 
only a few days from being released. The track 
list is “ Crime of Passion” /  “ Dance of 
Life” /  “Always Something (There To Remind 
Me)” . The latter two tracks are taken from a 
3RRR tive-to-air recording. “ Crime of Passion” 
IS a studio track. The single ^ ill be presented 
as a 12-inch with a striking purple cover and a
bright green and yellow label. Each copy will 
have a color postcard enclosed.
The Elks are a Perth R&B band who 
recorded their album ( “ Refer To Drawer” ) 
early last year in their home town. Missing. 
Link are releasing it after every major label 
turned it down.
The Dugites (How do you pronounce that?) 
are another Perth band with a record out. It’s 
a single, “ Hit Single” /  “ Bruce” (no relation), 
similar in style to the Skyhooks or Dave 
Warner.
Singles or EPs expected this month from: 
the Credits (Bris.), the Lipstick Killers (Syd.), 
the Thought Criminals (Syd.), Pressure Drop 
(Melb.). the Armchairs (Melb.). — ^  
(Melb.), Clinton Small (Melb.), and NEWS 
(Melb.).
I am compiling a list of all the shops in 
Australia that stock independent records. 
With a bit of luck it will be ready by next 
month. If you don’t live near a shop that’s 
likely to sell independent records then write to 
Missing Link (P.O. Box 5159AA, GPO 
Melbourne) who send out a monthly in­
dependent records mail order list.
— BRUCEMILNE
i
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Ultimately though, all the Primitive 
Calculators need is time; hopefully their 
abilities will eventually meet their ambitions. 
Similar again are SPK, but it’s easy to totally 
dismiss them after hearing their EP, ‘No 
More” /  "Contact” /  “Germanic”. It’s music 
that conforms to the angry, politico-radical 
image (SPK stands for Socialist Patience 
Collective),and even the best of it sounds like 
a pale imitation of "No New York” anyway. 
Whirleywirld, however, are closer to the 
English school of electronic music.
On first hearing, the hostile (and probably 
ignorant) critic might simply dismiss them as 
a group with a Peter Hammil impersonator 
singing, a guitarist who’s stolen his licks from 
Robert Fripp and Michael Karoli, plus 
obligatory electronic droning, squawking and 
thumping, but their potential should not be 
overlooked, Whirleywirld have absorbed their 
influences — and still feel them — as they 
move towards a unique style.
Whirleywirld’s repertoire exploits any and 
every musical device, however esoteric, to an 
end that works because they’ve expanded, 
upon such a starting point. All this they p;ut 
into their own terms — exploring the still 
largely unexplored possibilities electronics 
offer.
Quite simply, Whirleywirld are, as they say, 
“new and exciting” — unlike anything I’ve 
heard in rock’n’roll.
Their_reluctanee to gig has been mainly due 
to theiFlnsistence upon perfection (not to 
mention more than a touch of paranoia), and 
however stunningly impressive their debut 
EP, "Window To The World’’ /  "- 
Moto” /  “Signals” is, the more fully developed 
Whirleywirld-of-now render it almost redun­
dant.
They’ve already recorded another song, 
“Eyebrows Still Shaved”, for one side of a 
possible single in collaboratioon with Two Way 
Garden, and will soon be recording two more, 
probably “Sleazo Inputs” and "Mr Sin”, for 
their second single.
The success of Whirleywirld’s debut gig at 
the Crystal Ballroom proves that there is an 
interest in this kind of music (even in this 
country). It follows then that given the right 
kind of exposure it could indeed succeed on a 
mass scale. But of course, the Australian in­
dustry won’t allow this to happen.
It resisted homegrown punk, and finally 
defeated it, and I can’t see why it won’t do the 
same to this music. Like punk, it’s music on the 
fringe, music that breaks the rules, and that 
seems to be reason enough to want to squash 
it
The Australian underground — if there is 
such- an animal (perhaps I should just say
‘alternative’ scene, or more to the point, 
‘Carlton’ scene) — doesn’t want it either. 
Their darlings are pale imitators like Eric 
Gradman’s Man and Machine and Paul Kelly’s 
Dots (who, just incidentally, are beaten at 
their own game by a bunch of upstarts called 
the Wrecked Jets, so watch out).
The truly creative face of Australian music 
over the past couple of years has belonged to 
groups like the Saints, the Boys Next Door, 
Crime and the City Solution, Two Way Garden 
and the Young Charlatans, whose success was 
only ever on what might be called an "un­
derground to the underground” level, and it 
was such a situation that eventually destroyed 
them all, in some way or another.
I can see the same fate befalling 
Whirleywirld,-^"^, Vo i ght / 465  and the 
Primitive Calculators, even though, as before, 
they may be the equal to anything here, or 
anywhere else.
That electronic music has reached the stage 
bv now that it necessitates an examination like 
this is only a good thing. Electronic (rock) 
music is a valid form that’s just waiting for its 
day to come. So much remains unexplored, 
and untapped.
The oportunity exists because many of the 
pioneers, like Kraftwerk, seem to be near 
exhaustion, but nobody’s taking it.
The English groups aren’t; nor are any 
Americans (as far as I can see). If anything, 
some of the best electronic music is being 
made right under our noses, here in Australia. 
Whirleywirld must be one of the best elec­
tronic groups in theworld — there being few 
better than them in England, and them being 
one of the few fully electronic groups outside 
that country.
It’s not surprising then that electronic music 
hasn’t made the inroads into the English 
scene the way punk did at anqually early stage 
of its development. There really is no reason it 
should’ve risen above the cult status it 
presently ‘enoys’.
Of course, this isn’t to say that electronic 
music is the only alternative. There are groups 
in England, like Public Image and the Pop 
Group, and those in America, like Pere Ubu, 
who are working with traditional in­
strumentation, while trying to push beyond 
traditional limitations. They’re making 
challenging music that is surely the rightful 
Future of Rock’n’Roll (at this point in time). 
Electronic music is yet to fully realise its 
potential, but when it does it’ll be a force to 
reckon with.
Meanwhile, just don’t be fooled by the Human 
League, and their ilk.
And as for Brian James, and Tanz Der Youth, 
well, they’ve broken up.
— CLINTON WALKER
TERMINAL TWIST
now on from  
shops or roadrunner 
p,o, box 156 nor wood
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COM PETITIONS COM PETITIONS COM PETITIONS COMPETI 
O.K. you lucky lot, here’s your chance to win lots 
of luvverly XTC albums, courtesy of Festival Recortis. 
We have ten copies of XTC’s first album, ‘White Music’ 
and ten of their second, ‘Go 2’ to give away to the ten 
lucky lucky people who can tell us what town in 
England XTC come from. Answers to ROADRUNNER/ 
XTC COMPETITION, BOX 156, Norwood, S.A. 5067 
and winners will be announced next month, when we 
will also be announcing the winners of our Blockhead 
competition (see last issue) Get your entfies in quicks
.-.A
On CBS Records and Tapes
ELECTRIC DREAMS 
The Latest A lbm i
LPSBP237310 Cassette PC7310
AUSTRALIAN TOUR
Sydney
Adelaide
Melbourne
Canberra
Perth
Sydney
Brisbane
State Theatre 
Festival Theatre 
Palais Theatre 
Canberra Theatre 
Concert Hail 
State Theatre 
Festival Hall
Monday, July 2 
Thursday, July 5 
Saturday, July 7 
Tuesday, July 10 
Saturday, July 14 
Monday, July 16 
Thursday July 12
ELECTRIC 
GUITARIST 
LP SBP 237175 
Cassette PC 71 75
SHAKTI with 
JOHN MCLAUGHLIN 
LP SBP 234819 
Cassette PC 4819
NATURAL 
ELEMENTS 
LP SBP 237083 
Cassette PC 7083
A HANDFUL 
OF BEAUTY 
LP SBP 234976 
Cassette PC 4976
INNER 
WORLDS 
LP SBP 234793
BIRDS OF FIRE 
LP SBP 234294
THE INNER 
MOUNTING FLAME 
LP SBP 234127
W ith CARLOS 
SANTANA 
LOVE, DEVOTION, 
SUfiRENDER 
LP SBP 234340
